
COMBINED With* 


Beq.nnmq BLOW, DESERT WINDS ! 

Also a Complete Short Novel 


NOVEMBER * 254 












THE SECRET 



November 1934 














Woman Overboard 


Hagar Wilde 26 



Late 

Georgian 

mertdAi- crict — 
afrui/icly a jaw/ufo. 
JxdteMi 


The enduring eharm of Late 
Georgian has made a cjuick appeal. 
For the richness of Old England 
in Georgian days and the sim¬ 
plicity of Colonial America are 
skilfully hlended in this modern 
Gorham pattern. 


In beauty of line... authenticity of 



FOUR SERIALS 

Blow, Desert Winds! 
Green Light- 
Lady Without a Past 
American Family 


William Corcoran 
Lloyd C. Douglas 
Philip Wylie 
Faith Baldwin 


SEVEN SHORT STORIES 


Appearance and Reality 
Thin Air 

Chanel Copy 
Out of the Frying Pan 
Good-by to All Cats 
Autumn Idyl 


W. Somerset Maugham 
Mildred Cram 
Rex Beach 
Barbara Aldrich 
Adela Rogers St. Johns 
P. G. Wadehause 
Dale Eunsan 


SEVEN ARTICLES 

Kipling Was Right! Hendrik Willem Van Loan 
Royal Safari From the Prince at Wales' Diaries 
Diamond Jim Parker Marell 

I'm a Neurotic—and Glad of It! Dr. Lauis E. Bisch 
Hollywood Is My Home Town Lauella O. Parsons 
They Walked with the Gods Quentin Reynolds 
A Philosophy for Living O. O. McIntyre 


TWO SPECIAL FEATURES 

Cosmopolitan Almanack p. p. a. 

Film Land McClelland Barclay 


14 

56 

70 

76 


22 

34 

40 

46 

50 

62 

66 


20 

30 

44 

48 

54 

60 

74 


13 









Hcarst's International-Cosmopolitan for November, 193.} 



they’re making 
new experiments 
with antiseptics!" 


A typical order that, given in 1930 to the com' 
pany’s chief bacteriologist, in order that he might 
be first to learn if the results of foreign antiseptic 
research could be advantageously applied to Lis' 
terine. Negative though his findings were, we 
would not have been satisfied had we not made a 
thorough investigation. 

Similar studies have frequently been ordered— 
and will be continued. A brilliant student was 
rushed South to investigate the effects of antisep- 
tics in treating tooth decay. Another was com' 
missioned to a northern state to note the cruel 
march of a flu epidemic. A third gave his time for 
three winters to a detailed and painstaking study 
of cold prevention among factory workers. 

These four assignments alone cost the company 
many thousands of dollars. But this money, like all 
money spent for research, was wisely spent. Our 
first duty, we feel, is to our product and its users. 
And only by keeping always abreast of the most 
recent developments in Science, only by compara' 
tive tests and endless experiments, can we always 


be certain that Listerine will adequately meet the 
increasing demands made upon it. 

A simple enough policy, but one that explains, 
perhaps, why Listerine is so universally regarded 
as the outstanding household antiseptic. 

Whether you use Listerine to relieve a sore 
throat, to attack bacteria in the mouth or to render 
the breath agreeable, you may rest assured you are 
using a mouthwash of the very highest caliber, 
since it combines unusual germ'killing power with 
complete safety. 

We will send free and postpaid a scientific treatise on the germicidal action of 
Listerine; also, a Booklet on Listerine uses. Write Lambert Pharmacal Com- 
party. Dept. OOu, St. Louis, Missouri. 

The Safe Antiseptic 

LISTERINE kbiy 

For COLDS and SORE THROAT 
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That Long-Awaited Novel by 


Katharine Brush 

author of 

“Red-Headed Woman” and 
“Young Man of Manhattan” 

Mrs. Billy Cunningham is attractive at thirty-eight. Her hus¬ 
band is rich—and overlooks her friendship for young Don 
Lamont, although it has become the scandal of their set. 

But Mrs. Billy Cunningham is really two women: while she is 
dancing in her lover’s arms her heart is torn with worry about 
Jay, son of her first marriage, who is the wildest of the young 
set that takes its pattern of life from the reckless older gen- 

Katharine Brush has the ability to depict the colorful sur¬ 
face of life—and to look beneath and analyze the emotions of 
persons who live the smart life of today. She does these 
things supremely well in this new serial of country club life 
beginning in December Cosmopolitan— 

Don’t Ever Leave Me! 


End of the Game 

A college gridiron ... the daring strategy ... the bruising 
battle ^ . . and love giving its signals and watching to win 

A SHORT NOVEL 

Complete in this issue by FRANCIS COCKRELL 
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Why Private Schools? 


H OW to maintain schools for the greatest number of children at the lowest possible 
cost is one of the biggest problems in America today. That is why standardi¬ 
zation wherever and whenever possible is the natural aim of the economy experts 
planning municipal and state budgets for education. It is why no public school program, 
despite the best efforts of capable and conscientious teachers, can ever be more than fairly 
satisfactory for all of the children in attendance; the scope of education in public schools 
is necessarily restricted. 

Parents and educators have a different aim. They are concerned first with the opportu¬ 
nities the school program offers for developing the individual powers of boys and girls. 
No two children begin life with exactly the same physical, mental and emotional 
endowment. One especially gifted child can create a serious problem in discipline in a 
class of forty. A timid child may miss nearly all of the opportunities to develop initiative. 
Some children need more individual guidance than large public school classes will per¬ 
mit. Others will-be stimulated by being given some personal responsibility. An over¬ 
worked teacher, who must see that a certain percentage of a class “makes the grade”, is 
not likely to discover at once that Mary’s home work in algebra is done regularly by 
her brother, or that John hasn’t had a French grammar since that day when the class 
visited the Museum. 

These are some of the reasons for the existence of private schools today. Thousands 
of parents who willingly support public schools realize that the private school is one 
of the most important institutions in this country. In the good private school there 
is time and space to study the personalities and individual talents of boys and girls. 
Classes are small enough to insure the attention and participation of all students every day. 
Supervised physical exercise and outdoor recreation fill the hours between dismissal of 
classes and dinner. Quiet games, motion pictures, lectures, music and dramatics before 
bedtime—a good private school usually offers a more balanced twenty-four hour program 
for the boy and girl of high school age than is possible today in the average modern home. 

Cosmopolitan Education Department 

May G. Linehan, Director 


57 th Street at 8th Avenue 


New York City 
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T he course of true love is as smooth 
as her skin, for the girl with a clear, 
fresh complexion. And the peach-bloom 
beauty that Camay gives the skin is the 
beginning of many a romance. 

The Soap of Beautiful Women can im- 
prove your beauty. You’ll notice the 
fresh glow of cleanliness it brings to your 
cheek. And others will say you’re a 
lovelier woman. For the regular use of 
Camay on your skin helps every good 
point of your features. 

Win Your Daily Beauty Contest 
with Camay’s Helpl 

You probably are far too modest to enter 
a Beauty Contest in which girls strut and 


5, your beauty is judged whenever that can do wonders for your good 
someone glances at you. For every day looks! Get Camay today! It is beauti- 
is a Beauty Contest. And compliments, folly wrapped in green and yellow, and 
admiration are awarded to the girl with is sealed in Cellophane, 
a lovely Camay Complexion. ' w 

“If I had to choose only one beauty 
aid, it would be Camay,” said a girl who 
attends an Eastern college. “Camay’ - 
rich fragrant lather leaves my 
skin so soft and refreshed.” 

“My skin has looked ever so 
much fresher since I began 
using this mild, pure beauty 
soap,” said one lovely bride. 

Try Camay and convince your- 
self. It’s the creamy-white 


CAMAY.. 


• THE SOAP OF BEAUTIFUL WOMEN 
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A western novel in a new manner—an exciting, actionful story 
of conflict in the out-of-the-way places of the Far West of 1934 
—told with the utmost fidelity. Begin now the dramatic 
adventures of Lee McLean, a man with a price on his head who 
still could and would stop long enough to help virtue in distress 


Schmidt 









Hearing a slight noise in the 
darkness, McLean tossed an 
open cartridge into the camp- 
fire embers. The powder 
flare revealed Tex—at Mc¬ 
Lean’s saddlebags. Then the 
youngster whirled and fired . 


Carver’s prisoners stayed put, less 
by dint of iron bars than by the 
formidableness of that grim hun¬ 
dred miles—that, and the thought 
of what John Carver would do 
when the fugitive was overtaken. 

It was a terrible and a beautiful 
country, the land that lay beyond 
Malamosa’s walls. Infinite in dis¬ 
tance, arid, treeless, home of des¬ 
ert snakes and coyotes, wild horses 
and gaunt cattle, smoke bush and 
ocatilla, it lay still and empty and 
everlasting. It overwhelmed a 
man, unless he knew its secrets, 
unless he belonged. 

And this Lee McLean belonged. 
Looking at the desert stars 
through his cell bars at night, he 
murmured to himself again, “For 
life!” In from the land a wind 
was blowing—aromatic, nostalgic. 
It had the magic to evoke an old 
numb pain and to recreate one 
sharper and more near. There 
was a fragment of old song, half 
remembered out of a dim long ago 
that reached into a lost childhood: 
Blow, blow, desert winds, 

Over the lonely miles, 

Far from the green sea isles . . . 
Sudden and muted, an ejacula¬ 
tion between a prayer and a curse 
flew off on the desert wind. 

The night was silent. 

The days passed slowly in Mala- 
mosa, like slow, creaking wheels 
rolling to eternity. There was lit¬ 
tle to do. They manufactured a 
few rush-bottom chairs and as¬ 
sembled some primitive but crudely 
handsome furniture, all according to laws providing for 
the discipline of prisoners under sentence. The roster 
of inmates was small, and cell doors were mostly left 
unlocked. They lounged in the yard in the shade at 
the foot of the west wall, or played with grimy cards 
in the mess hall, or roamed restlessly in the corridors. 
Always someone was roaming, roaming. There was 
quiet here, but no peace—no peace in a lifetime. 

But if the prison administration was unsophisticated, 
so were the prisoners. They were not a class of trained, 
professional city criminals, organ- 
j ized and stealthy. They were 
dangerous and bad, certainly, but 
even their badness was undisci¬ 
plined. Their easy-going privileges 
contained small risk: the main 
gate, a double barrier of bars with 
guards between, was well-nigh im¬ 
pregnable, and atop the adobe 
wall, in tiny wooden structures 
that gave shelter from the desert 
sun, other guards stood watch 
with Winchester .44 carbines. The 






One night McLean’s cool voice floated upward. “Drop 
the string, Pete, and I’ll stand you treat.” 

“You’ll what?” Then, quickly, “What did you say, 
McLean?” 

“I’ve got a bottle here. Have a drink on the house.” 

“Where in thunder did you get a bottle?” 

McLean laughed softly. “Don’t turn me in, Pete. 
I got it to drink up out here, you and me. Help your¬ 
self.” 

“Now you tell me where you got it, you hear?” 

McLean was silent a moment. “I won’t do it again 
if you say, Pete. But in your shoes, I wouldn’t go out 
of my way to make trouble for a good lad like old Limpy 
Lannigan.” 

“Limpy? Why, the two-faced old - !” 

“I told him it was for you, Pete. He’s a square-shooter. 
He saw no harm.” 

Pete secured the bottle before judging any further, 
and when he sampled it his mood mellowed. Presently 
he chuckled. 

“All right, boy. I’ll forgive him. He’s honest enough 
to bring us a right good brand.” Then, reflectively, “I 
reckon he knows better than to bring In anything that 
would be counted actually dangerous.” 

McLean said with a vague emphasis, “He does!” 

A curious incident occurred just about this time, in¬ 
volving McLean in his first breach of discipline. It 
came about when McLean discovered a prisoner named 
Meecher snooping in his cell. The man was little liked: 
an unpleasant, furtive creature sent up for forgery. He 
was in McLean’s cell, lifting blankets and mattress 
from the cot, pawing among a (Continued on page 110 ) 


“Please, please go away!” McLean heard the girl 
pleading. “My mother is deathly sick!" Bui the cattle- 
company riders, raucous with liquor, continued to tor¬ 
ment her. “Better start being good to the boys, sister.” 


dispositions of the latter were lan¬ 
guid, but their fiber was tough and 
their eyes keen. They were sitting on 
dynamite, and they were ready for it. 

Lee McLean made few friends. Of 
these, one was Limpy Lannigan, a 
peddler from the settlement outside 
the walls. Limpy had the run of the 
place; Carver trusted him. Limpy 
had been a rider until a bad horse 
ruined his thigh, and now he found a 
livelihood purveying to the prisoners 
such odds and ends as would go into 
a peddler’s basket. He was a some¬ 
what lonely bachelor, forty, fat and 
sardonic. 

McLean bought from Limpy’s bas¬ 
ket, and he listened to Limpy’s story. 
He cultivated Limpy. 

About the only other person Mc¬ 
Lean seemed to consider worthy of 
any particular attention was Pete 
Sammis, the wall guard. Pete was 
heavy-bodied, a little asthmatic, mar¬ 
ried and fond of his comfort and oc¬ 
casionally overfond of a bottle, but 
a very devil with a gun. 

Lee McLean passed the time of day 
with Pete Sammis when he had the 
chance, giving him a rare easy grin 
that had a beguiling way with it, and 
such was the informality of Mala- 
mosa that Pete grinned back. They 
were not exactly friends, but Pete 
could not help feeling sorry for a man 
whom he considered wqrse off than 

And that was practically ail. Lee 
McLean seemed to want no friends. 

A long slow spring passed without 
event, and then came grim summer 
and the fierce desert heat. It came 
even in the night, which is unusual 
in the desert country, where the dry 
air does not ordinarily retain the 
sun’s heat. The inmates of Mala- 
mosa wilted, baked in the heat. John 
Carver was easy on them. They were 
few, safe, secure. The cells were left 
open now, even through the short 
sleepless nights, and they stretched 
out on the floor in the corridors, suf- 

Late one afternoon Lee McLean 
was waiting at the bars of the cell- 
block gate overlooking the office and 
reception corridor, when Pete Sam¬ 
mis entered the main gate. There 

McLean called out, “Working night 
guard tonight, Pete?” 

“Yeah. Just going on.” 

“How’s the wife and kids?” 

“Fine, boy. Fine.” 

“What post do you take, Pete? I’d 
like to be sure.” 

Sammis looked at him. “Same as 
usual. West wall. What’s the idea?” 

“I reckon I’ll drag a blanket out 
in the yard tonight and bask in the 
balmy air, if nobody has any objec- 

Sammis was dubious. “I guess I 
ain’t got any, especially. But what 
about the Old Man?” 

McLean smiled slowly, dryly. “It 
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As all the world is increasingly aware, the next great 
drama in The Story of Mankind will doubtless be enacted 
in the realm of the Pacific. What are the factors — geo¬ 
graphic, political, and spiritual—that may enable us to 
forecast the trend of events? Will East and West ever 
compromise their racial differences—or is world history 
due to become the history of two worlds on a single planet? 








fortified. 

Kipling 


“Oh, East is East and West is West, and never the twain shall meet, 


D EAR READER (as the scribes of the Middle Ages 
used to address their public in the hope of 
gaining their good will by an excess of polite¬ 
ness), somewhere in your library you must have an 
atlas of your own. Some pleasant evening, when you 
don’t care to play bridge or listen to the radio, remove 
that atlas from its customary hiding place and look at 
the map of the Pacific Ocean. Maps are marvelous in¬ 
ventions and one map, if intelligently used, will reveal 
more secrets than a whole library of facts that are not 
presented in a logical fashion. 


The map of the Pacific Ocean is apt to be somewhere 
at the end of your atlas, because when atlases were 
first printed, the Pacific was merely a gigantic stretch 
of unknown water, very indifferently explored and ap¬ 
parently without the slightest possible value to anybody 
except the occasional heathenish natives who lived on 
the few islands of which anybody had any knowledge. 

All that has seriously changed since then, but pub¬ 
lishers and printers (like the rest of humanity) are 
likely to be a bit conservative in their manner of pro¬ 
cedure. Today the Pacific is rapidly replacing the 



by Hendrik Willem Van Loon 


Atlantic as the center of political and economic in¬ 
terest of the entire planet. Yet the “Quiet Sea” of 
Fernando Magellan is still at the end of the book, some¬ 
where between the maps of the Dutch East Indies and 
New Zealand. 

Having provided yourself with the necessary charts, 
will you do me another favor and take a ruler and a 
pencil? Then will you sit down somewhere, and will 
you listen to me while I talk geography for just a few 
minutes? I know it is a nuisance. But if you will 
give me five minutes of your time right now, it may 
save you a few dozen billion dollars ten years hence, 
and it may allow you to spend your old age actually 
surrounded by your children and grandchildren instead 
of contemplating their cheerful faces from a silent row 
of photographs that hang over the mantelpiece and 
that bear testimony to their “supreme sacrifice” made 
to the country of their birth and allegiance. 

First of all, draw a straight line from Panama to the 
Hawaiian Islands. These islands have many curious 
features. They are the most isolated important land 
mass of our entire planet. San Francisco is 2,000 miles 
away, and Panama 4,600 miles. The distance to Yoko¬ 
hama is 3,400 miles; to Manila, 4,800. The nearest 


southern neighbors of Hawaii are Samoa and Tahiti, 
and both are almost 2,300 miles distant. 

Geographically speaking, the Hawaiian Islands form 
a unit, for originally they seem to have belonged to the 
same submerged mountain chain. That mountain 
chain, running from east-southeast to west-northwest, 
was 1,578 miles long. I shall not plague you with many 
other statistics. But these immense distances, which 
are commonplace enough to anyone familiar with the 
Pacific Ocean, will show you that in that part of the 
world nothing is done by halves. 

Within the realm of the Pacific and the Indian oceans 
nature is distinctly in the wholesale business. Popu¬ 
lations are there counted by the hundreds of millions. 
Mountains rise higher and the bottom of the sea dips 
lower than anywhere else on the map. Volcanoes and 
rivers do infinitely more damage than anywhere else. 
Epidemics murder their victims on a scale unheard of 
in Europe and America, but thereupon the soil raises 
a new crop of human beings in such incredible abun¬ 
dance and within such a short space of time that even 
cholera or the plague is unable to make any lasting 
impression upon the sum total of those inhabitants, who 
(another record) can do more ( Continued on page 154) 
























A masterfully witty story of manners and 
morals in Paris, where “appearances”always 
mean so much more than the facts themselves 



of yours—has he 
my distinction, 
my intelligence?” 
reproached Mon¬ 
sieur Le Sueur. 
" Oh, no” smiled 
the fickle Lisette. 
“1 love him be¬ 
cause he’s young.” 


Appearance 



by 

W. Somerset 
Maugham 

Illustrations by C. E. Chambers 














He was sitting in a spurious Louis XVI chair by the 
side of his wife (in another), who had induced him to 
come with her to see the private view of the spring 
fashions. This was a proof of Monsieur Le Sueur’s 
amiable disposition, for he was an extremely busy man 
who, one would have thought, had many more impor¬ 
tant things to do than to sit for an hour and watch a 
dozen beautiful young women parading themselves In 
a bewildering variety of dresses. 

He could not have thought that any of them could 
possibly make his wife other than she was, and she was 
a tall, angular woman of fifty, with features consider¬ 
ably larger than life-size. He had not indeed married 
her for her looks and she had never, even in the first 
delirious days of their honeymoon, imagined that he 
had. He had married her in order to combine the flour¬ 
ishing steelworks of which she was the heiress with his 
equally flourishing manufactory of locomotives. The 
marriage had been a success. She had provided him 
with a son who could play tennis nearly as well as a 
professional, dance as well as a gigolo and hold his own 
at bridge with any of the experts; and a daughter whom 
he had been able to dower sufficiently to marry to a very 
nearly authentic prince. He had reason to be proud of 
his children. 

By perseverance and a reasonable integrity he had 
prospered sufficiently to gain the controlling interest 
in a sugar refinery, a manufactory of motor cars and a 
newspaper; and finally, he had been able to spend 
enough money to persuade the free and independent 
electorate of a certain district to send him to the Senate. 

He was a man of a dignified presence, a pleasing cor¬ 
pulence and a sanguine complexion, with a gray-black 
beard cut square, a bald head and a roll of fat at the 
back of his neck. You had no need to look at the red 
button that adorned his black coat to surmise that he 
was a person of consequence. He was a man who made 
up his mind quickly, and when his wife left the dress¬ 
maker’s to play bridge he parted from her saying that 
for the sake of exercise he would walk to the Senate, 
where his duty to his country called him. 

He did not, however, go as far as this, but contented 
himself with taking his exercise up and down a back 
street in which he rightly surmised the young ladies 
of the dressmaker’s establishment would emerge at the 
close of business hours. He had walked for barely 
twenty minutes when the appearance of a number of 
women in groups, some young and pretty, some not so 
young and far from pretty, apprised him that the 
moment for which he had been waiting was come, and 
in two or three minutes Lisette tripped into the street. 

The Senator was well aware that his appearance and 
his age made it unlikely that young women would find 
him attractive at first sight, but he had found that his 
wealth and his position counterbalanced these disad¬ 
vantages. Lisette had a companion with her, which 
would possibly have embarrassed a man of less impor¬ 
tance, but did not cause the Senator to hesitate for an 
instant. He went up to her, raising his hat politely but 
not so much as to show how bald he was, and bade her 
good evening. 

“Bon so ir, mademoiselle,” he said with an ingratiating 

She gave him the shortest possible look and, her 
full red lips just trembling with a smile, stiffened; she 
turned her head away and, breaking into conversation 
with her friend, walked on with a very good assumption 
of supreme indifference. Far from concerned, the Sena¬ 
tor turned round and followed the two girls at a distance 
of a few yards. They walked along the little back street. 


turned into the boulevard and at the Place de la Made¬ 
leine took a bus. 

The Senator was well satisfied. He had drawn a 
number of correct conclusions. The fact that she was 
obviously going home with a girl friend proved that 
she had no accredited admirer. The fact that she had 
turned away when he had accosted her showed that she 
was discreet and modest and well-behaved, which he 
liked young women to be when they were pretty; and 
her coat and skirt, the plain black hat and the stock¬ 
ings of artificial silk, proclaimed that she was poor 
and therefore virtuous. 

In those clothes she looked just as attractive as in 
the splendid garments he had seen her wearing before. 
He had a funny little feeling in his heart. He had not 
had that peculiar sensation—pleasurable, and yet oddly 
painful—for several years, but he recognized it at once. 

“It’s love, by blue,” he muttered. 

He had never expected to feel it again, and squaring 
his shoulders, he walked on with a confident step. He 
walked to the offices of a private agency and there left 
instructions that inquiries should be made about a young 
person called Lisette, who worked as a mannequin at 
such and such an address; and then, remembering that 
at the Senate they were discussing the American Debt, 
he took a cab to the impressive building, entered the 
library where there was an armchair he very much 
liked and had an extremely pleasant nap. 

The information he had asked for reached him three 



days later. It was cheap at the price. 
Mademoiselle Lisette Larion lived 
with a widowed aunt in a two-room 
apartment in the district of Paris 
known as the Batignolles. Her father, 
a wounded hero of the Great War, 
had a bureau de tabac in a small 
country town in the southwest of 
France. The rent of the flat was two 
thousand francs. She led a regular 
life, but was fond of going to the 
cinema, was not known to have a 
lover and was nineteen years old. 

She was well spoken of by the con¬ 
cierge of the apartments and well 
liked by her companions at the shop. 
Obviously, she was a respectable 
young woman, and the Senator could 
not but think that she was emi¬ 
nently suited to solace the leisure 
moments of a man who wanted 
relaxation from the cares of state 
and the exacting pressure of Big 
Business. 

It is unnecessary to relate the steps 
that Monsieur Le Sueur took to 
achieve the end he had in view. He 
was too important and too busy to 
occupy himself with the matter 



As Lisette emerged from the 
shop the Senator raised his hat 
and bade her good evening. 


personally but he had a confidential 
secretary who was clever at deal¬ 
ing with electors who had not made 
up their minds how to vote, and 
who certainly knew how to put be¬ 
fore a young woman who was honest 
but poor the advantages that might 
ensue if she were lucky enough to 
secure the friendship of such a man 
as his employer. 

The confidential secretary paid the 
widowed aunt, Madame Saladin by 
name, a visit and told her that Mon¬ 
sieur Le Sueur, always abreast of the 
times, had lately begun to take an 
interest in the cinema and was in¬ 
deed about to engage in the produc¬ 
tion of a picture. (This shows how 
much a clever brain can make use of 
a fact which an ordinary person 
would have passed over as insig¬ 
nificant.) Monsieur Le Sueur had 
been struck by the appearance of 
Mademoiselle Lisette at the dress¬ 
maker’s and the brilliant way she 
wore her clothes, and it had occurred 
to him that she might very well suit 
a part he had it in mind for her to 
play. (Like all (.Cont. on page 90) 
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The one-tusker that 
H. R. H. and com- 


There is no royal road 
to big-game hunting, 
as the Prince of Wales 
discovers when charged 


From the Private Diaries of H. R. H. 

The Prince of Wales 
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Wherever Jan King went, 
it was the crooner with the 
traded the attention. Please, 



To win 

the tinsel fame of Broadway, 
some men will sacrifice 
art, pride, honor 
—even the one woman 
in the world! 


ildred Cram 

Illustrations by Marshall Frantz 


Brooklyn. What does 

The kid laughed. 
“You ain’t got a 
thing on me. I’m Po¬ 
lish, born in Italy.” 

“How long you 
been over here?” 

“Regular pair of 
Yankees!” 

“I’ll say. But lis- 

“I’m giving those 
clothes away to any¬ 
one they’ll fit.” 

“What’s wrong? 
Stolen goods?” The 
kid stripped off his 

don’t n 




A1 


explained. And 
even as he 
spoke the words, 
he thought, “I’ll 
buy new ones; 
better ones.” 

bell hop 
down 
of A1 Kanar- 
coats and put it 
on. It fitted. And as 
he ran both hands 
along the nipped-in 
sides, he changed. 
A1 was right. Here 

en of the world 
wouldn’t forget. All 
they needed was a 


At Kanarcki went too, but 
million-dollar smile who at- 
Mr. King, your autograph!” 








Comments by 

H. N. Swanson 
















“No more can we. He’s bound to be an expense 
and a care; any puppy is a care. But he is 

Ellen stroked the rotund bundle of fur; she 
picked it up and cuddled it against her cheek. 

This pleased the little fellow, and he licked her 
with relish. 

“I want him to be Nancy’s dog,” the father de¬ 
clared. “She’s got to raise him herself.” 

Mrs. Burke nodded and said, “They’re great 
hands with children, of course, and if he learns to 
take care of that spoiled daughter of ours, it’ll be 
a relief to me.” 

“Pshaw! What’s the use of having anything 
as pretty as Nancy if you can’t spoil it a little?” 
Burke blew noisily upon his first spoonful of 
chowder, and his wife seated herself across the 
table from him with the puppy in her lap. She 
poured a saucer of milk and he plunged his black- 
satin nose into it. 

“Well? Aren’t you going to tell me about the 
services? How's Miz Buckingham bearing up?” 

“All right. A lot better than she would if it had 
been a regular funeral.” 

Ellen nodded, compressing 
her lips. “If they had to go, I suppose it’s a mercy 
they were never found. But it must be dreadful 
not to know what happened. I’ve been thinking 
all day how I’d feel if it was you and Luther. 

How a ship can disappear completely, with all 
hands, beats me. It wasn’t a bad storm, and Joel 
Buckingham was as good a skipper as ever went 
to the ice.” 

“Don’t take much of a gale, with a cargo of 
wet seal-skins. Those pelts are slippery. The 
Mary Pittman was heavy-loaded. She got to roll¬ 
ing and they shifted.” 

“But—Cap’n Joel must have known the dan¬ 
ger.” 

“Certainly. What of it? We all take our 
chances.” 

Ellen Burke closed her eyes and a spasm con ■ 
tracted her face. “Yes, I know. It’s awful, Jim. 

I mean, the ocean. I’m afraid of it. It’s so 
cruel: so—sneaky and deceitful. It seems to take 
only the best men we’ve got.” 

Jim nodded. “It feeds us and it robs us. Old 
Robber Ocean!” 

“Every time you leave for the banks I— die. 

It won’t be long now till Luther will be sailing 
away. It’s mighty hard on us women. I wish 
you’d give it up.” 

“How can I?” Burke inquired gravely. “There’s 
salt in the blood of us islanders, and it’s our job 
to fish and to hunt seals. We’re bred to it. But 
I’ve news for you. I saw Mr. Campeau today.” 

“Yes?” There was a sudden light of interest in 
Ellen’s eyes. 

“He says maybe hell give me the Queen.” 

“Oh, God bless him!” the wife exclaimed. 

“I’d be glad to quit the Banks, although it’s not easy 
work running this coast, winter and summer.” 

“I know, Jim. But you’d have steady work at steady 
pay. You’d be hauling lumber. And lumber won’t sink. 
Soon as ever I finish the dishes we’re going to read a 
chapter from the Bible; then we’re going to get down 

on our knees and-” The speaker’s eyes widened. 

“Good Lord!” she exclaimed, then snatched the puppy 
from her lap and ran to the door with him. Her hus¬ 
band laughed. 

Of course little Nancy was delighted with her first 
pet, and in the weeks that followed she played with him 
tirelessly. The puppy grew prodigiously, progressing 
from one interesting stage of development to another. 



Captain Jim Burke was 
frightened . His boy — 
dying for all he knew! 
“You’ll hare to shelter 
him the best you can, "he 

rose higher in the cabin 
of the foundering ship . 







by Parker 


Most fabulous figure of the Gay ’90’s, 
“Diamond Jim”flashed across the heavens 
of New York night life like a glittering 
comet trailing an incredible shower of gold 
. . . Here his gaudy career is set forth 
in a distinguished American biography 


When Diamond Jim Brady Dined 
by Jacob Bardusch 

Formerh proprietor of Castle Cave, one^New York’s 

WHENEVER Diamond Jim Brady was in New York he 
frequently dined at my restaurant, Castle Cave, on lower 
Seventh Avenue. Usually he had women guests. Three or 

at other times, Lillian Russell. He never dined alone,’ but 

he gave food his undivided attention. 

If he came early, he always wore a Prince Alhert coat and 
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Drawing by George Shanks 


Avenue tn the first 
horseless carriage New 
York had ever seen. 

Lillian Russell 
her good friend, Dia - 
d Jim Brady — gen- 
emcm sportsman, first 












Illustration by 
R. F. Schabelitz 


"Genevieve, my dearest dear, 
what are you doing in New York 
and why did you run away 
from me?” asked Baron Strasny. 



An American girl learns that 
love makes up the difference 
between a Paris original 
and an American copy 
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I’m a Neurotic 

-and glad of it! 


W 

T THEN 


THEN I TOLD my wife I intended writing this 
article she looked at me in amazement. “Surely you’re 
not serious?” she said. 

“And why not?” I replied. “Why shouldn’t I admit 
I’m neurotic with as little hesitation as I would exhibit 
in confessing my weakness for tobacco, Angora cats, 
bronzes, or dancing?” 

“Because you’re a doctor, that’s why,” she retorted 
with no little emphasis. “Your patients might think- 
well, being neurotic and then attempting to cure neurot¬ 
ics—isn’t it something like the blind trying to lead the 
blind?” 

I saw her point. Frankly, I had anticipated it, and 
to her probable objections I had resolved to say some¬ 
thing like: “Don’t you see, being a neurotic I can 
understand my patients better and therefore help 
them more?” I had even thought of backing this up 
with an old joke of mine, credited to the eminent 
Kraepelin, that one cannot be a good alienist without 
being somewhat alienated oneself. 

None of which, of course, I did. 

My wife’s attitude was helpful, however. It brought 
out so clearly what everybody thinks: that being neu¬ 
rotic is something to hide if not deliberately to be 
ashamed of. 

This is exactly what I want to write about. Indeed, 
I want to go a step further. I want to reassure all 
the neurotics who may read these pages. I want to 
allay their fears and help them to overcome their con¬ 
victions of inferiority. For all neurotics feel like that 
—at least all those I’ve ever known. 

Particularly do I want to prove that the neurotic, in¬ 
stead of being handicapped, as is generally supposed, 
is actually in possession of an asset. That’s why I say 
I’m glad I’m neurotic myself. 

Out of the hundreds of neurotic cases which I 
have treated in the past twenty years of special prac¬ 
tice, there have been mighty few which I considered 
hopeless. Always I have been able to say to my patient 
that the sufferings which were blighting his life, mak¬ 
ing his future seem like a blind alley ending in blank 
despair, would turn out eventually to be blessings in 
disguise. Nor have I said this merely to be cheerful. 
Always I have meant it sincerely. And always after a 
few months such patients have admitted the correctness 
of my contention. 

So famous a psychologist as Jung has said that all 
neurotics possess the elements of genius, and Jung is 
right. Of course, not every neurotic man, woman and 
child will some day become an Edison, a Bernard 
Shaw or a Mussolini. Nevertheless, it is astonishing 
that in so many neurotics, under treatment, there have 
come to light abilities hitherto unsuspected, ambitions 
but vaguely formulated—sources of happiness never 
dreamed of—not to mention the tremendous dynamic 
force and purpose which all persons invariably discover 
in themselves once they realize what a neurosis is. 



by Louis E. Bisch 

m n pk n 


There are so many hundreds of thousands of neu¬ 
rotics in the world that there are not enough specialists 
in existence to treat them all. Nor need all be treated 
by intensive psychological methods. The majority of 
neurotic states are very mild, sometimes scarcely per¬ 
ceptible, though some cases are so severe that hospital 
care is required. 

Indeed, the line of demarcation between what is 
normal, average mentality and what is neurotic cannot 
definitely be laid down. We are all more or less neu¬ 
rotic; it is really a question only of degree, and the 
problem is not whether we are or are not neurotic but 
rather how neurotic w- are and what we are permitting 
neuroses to do to us. 

In the olden days the treatment prescribed for severe 
cases included giving up one’s job and taking a trip 
abroad. Nowadays, however, the,one thing one never 
does is run away. One always fights in the saddle. 

the glandular system—the so-called 



good company you re in! The world 
has been remolded by men and 
women with such temperaments 


enough to make him un¬ 
happy and inefficient at 
his work; they make him 
self-accusatory and tim¬ 
id; they nag him with 
feelings of guilt; they 
make him self-conscious 
and oversensitive; they 
interfere seriously with 
the natural expression 
of his love life. Yes, the 
mild neurotic states can 
do that and a whole lot 
more. And they do it to 
persons of both sexes, at 
all ages, even to children. 

There is hope, how¬ 
ever, and plenty of it. 
What one needs and all 
that one needs in the 
mild cases is understanding. Understand what it means 
to be neurotic and at once the malady disappears. 

A lot of the misery ifi life, if not most of it, is due 
to ignorance. I once heard or read a story about a group 


A neurotic is a potential genius, 
the difference between him and 
the immortals being mainly 
a difference in accomplishment. 
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A ringside view of 
modern love with a 
punch in every line 
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Tea for four—Bebe Daniels, Louella Parsons, Harriet Parsons and Mary Pickford. 


My Home 


Do you know who is Hollywood’s — 

Most Famous Hostess? Most Virtuous Bachelor? 

Best Dressed Actress? Greatest Enigma? 

Best Bridge Player? Best Known Race Horse Owner? 


Louella Parsons answers these 
and many other questions 
about her Hollywood neighbors 


There is a divine spark in Marion’s 
make-up that gives her a sense of 
sympathy and a deep, uncanny un¬ 
derstanding of other people’s prob¬ 
lems. I happened to be at her beach 
house in Santa Monica a months 
ago when a forlorn, miserable girl of 
eighteen or twenty came to the door. 

The butler was just dismissing her 
when Marion walked into the hall. 

“What does she want?” she asked. 

“She wants to see you, Miss Davies, 
but I sent her away. I didn’t think 
you wanted to see her.” 

“Please call her back,” requested 
Marion. 

The unkempt, sad-eyed youngster 
returned. She was in trouble and 
had hdard that no one had ever 
gone to Marion Davies for help with- 

'e'inlhl^esencJ^toe great Ir / in S Thalberg, and Irving Jr. (Right) I 
the girl became tongue-tied. An impromptu personal appearance—Clark 


infinite patience and sympathy, tsabie wc 
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by Louella O. Parsons 


Clown, comedienne and 
satirist—Charlie Chaplin, 
Marion Davies and Ber¬ 
nard Shaw when the great 
playwright visitedfilmdom. 




ood is 









G 


Parker was glad now that Sylvia 


reen 


operation had been a world-destroy¬ 
ing catastrophe. 

Not that Doctor Paige had been 
to blame. The fault had lain with 
his chief, Doctor Endicott; but Paige 
had sacrificed himself to save the 
older man’s reputation and resigned 
A ^ from the hospital staff, and very 

™ early next morning he had slipped 

■ ■ away from the scene of his ruined 

^ _ I _ A career, heading southward with his 

•m / dog Sylvia. 

■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ Strangely enough, the thought of 

■ y I J I II Mrs. Dexter had calmed Doctor Paige 

J I /_ I II somewhat. What haunted him was 

M I I not so much her tragedy as the mys- 

g terious serenity of her mind as she 

V- J had revealed it to him in their brief 

friendship at the hospital.' It had 
been very stimulating to talk with 
this unusual woman. She spoke often 
of the curious yet beautiful philos¬ 
ophy she had derived from Dean 
Harcourt of Trinity Cathedral . . . 

A unique personality, Dean Har¬ 
court, yet his mind and mood were 
essentially the product of the Cathe- 
distinguished patient, Mrs. dral. When the early morning service was ended, two 

— the operating table—and young curates would assist the Dean—for he was a crip¬ 

ple—to a chair facing the high altar and leave him 
the loss alone for a half-hour. And thus it was that when 
Dean Harcourt for recondition- 
as said, went out of his presence 
wjin me feeling that they had been very close to Head¬ 
quarters. 

for instance, did Sonia Duquesne, proprietor of a 


tragedy entered the lives of four people. 

First, her husband had been unable to_ __ „ .. 

of his wife and his fortune on the same fatal October broken people ........ 

day, and had taken his own life. Thus their daughters, ing, most of them, 

Grace and Phyllis—the latter traveling in England ai . 

the time with a former teacher, Miss Arlen—were left 

alone and penniless within the space of eight hours..„ 

*- J - young Doctor Newell Paige, .the failure of the little shop dealing in exclusive gowns. Dean Harcourt 


Are you living in a hostile universe or 
one shaped to the pattern of ultimate 
good? Every human being must choose 
between these two views of life. Recent¬ 
ly a man named Lloyd Douglas posed 
a similar important problem in a novel 
called “Magnificent Obsession. ” That 
book made history. So will this new 
story in which our modern men and 
women come to grips with the tense 
life of 1934 and make the great choice 



had understood Sonia’s trouble before she had really 
finished. 

“Your love has been so urgent that it has led you to 
defy the social canons. You would like to atone for 
it, or at least try to justify your possession of a love so 
reckless. Very well, I say! You can do it!” 

Sonia’s eyes were contemplative as the Dean talked 
on, and when he had ended she impulsively clasped his 
hand. “I think you’re wonderful!” 

“No, Sonia,” he replied slowly. “I’m not wonderful. 
But this afternoon you have made connection with 
something that is wonderful—wonderful!" 


I HE MEMORABLE DINNER at the Dean’s residence 
I on which occasion Sonia served in the capacity of 
special hostess to Miss Norwood, aged eight, was 
the direct result of one of the most unusual interviews 
that had ever taken place in Trinity Cathedral. 

The Dean’s caller had taken the chair offered him and 
without comment had handed an unsealed letter across 
the desk, waiting glumly for whatever it might evoke. 

“Something tells me, Doctor Norwood, that you came 
here to please our mutual friend Sinclair rather than in 
pursuit of a personal wish.” Dean Harcourt significantly 
tapped the typed note. 

Andrew Norwood, who with suppressed impatience 
had been dourly torturing a closely 
clipped blondish mustache, reluctant¬ 
ly met the Dean’s inquiring eyes. 

“Sometimes,” amplified the Dean, 
with the barest suggestion of a ban¬ 
tering twinkle, “a letter of introduc¬ 
tion is a white elephant.” 

The interview was not taking off as 
Norwood had expected. This Dean 
Harcourt was anything but the 


benignly na'ive old gentleman he had pictured and he 
felt himself at an absurd disadvantage. 

“It is quite true, sir,” he confessed stiffly, “that I might 
not have asked for this conference but for the sugges¬ 
tion of Mr. Sinclair.” 

Dean Harcourt receipted this refreshing frankness 
with a cordial bow. “Robert Sinclair,” he remarked casu¬ 
ally, “is a trustee of Trinity Cathedral and a personal 
friend of mine. May I inquire how he is related to 

“I had hoped you might not ask me that,” said Nor¬ 
wood. “I had occasion yesterday to negotiate a modest 
loan. As a small depositor with no collateral, I was 
referred to Mr. Sinclair. In the course of our conver¬ 
sation, which involved an intimate account of my 
personal affairs from the cradle to the grave, he ad¬ 
vised me to talk to you.” 

“And granted you the loan on that condition?” 

“Well, he did not demand it in so many words,” ad¬ 
mitted Norwood, flushing slightly, “but he made it quite 
clear that he expected me to comply.” 

Dean Harcourt adjusted his glasses and dipped a pen. 
“Now that you have discharged this part of your obliga¬ 
tion to Mr. Sinclair,” he said dryly, “I shall sign my 
name to his letter and restore it to you so that you may 

“Oh, I say, sir,” growled Norwood, “I haven’t meant to 


by Lloyd C. Douglas 

Illustrations by E. M. Jackson 










I can understand tnat attitude. me Dean leaned Back at ease In 
his tall chair. “Your disinclination to talk about your troubles puts 
me on your side, I think. You are fortunate in that you do not want to 
be pitied. In most cases, pity is ruinous. All one needs to say to many 
an unhappy person is, ‘You poor thing!’ and the victim immediately 
sets about it to demonstrate how poor a thing he is. So—we don’t have 
to discuss your affairs. I observe that you are a professor of modern 
history. Perhaps you would prefer to talk about that.” 

“Yes, I am a professor of history,” snapped Norwood, suddenly aflame. 
“My trouble is located at that spot,” he went on impetuously. “I came 
to the university as an associate professor in 1923. Two years later, I 
was given a full professorship. It was no secret in the faculty that when 
Professor Denton reached retirement age, I was slated to succeed him 
as head of the department. It was his wish. As you are undoubtedly 
aware, Doctor Denton died in September after many months of illness 
during which I assumed his duties. Our new president, Doctor Mark¬ 
ham, has just announced that Ware of Oxford is to take the position. 

This has been a serious disappointment to me, sir. 
For one thing, I have need of the increased salary. But—far more 
important—it has been a blow to my career.” He paused, for the first 
time looking Dean Harcourt squarely in the eyes with a man-to-man 
bid for sympathetic understanding. 

“Since the death of my wife four years ago,” Norwood surprised him¬ 
self by confiding, “there has been little to absorb my time and thought 
but my profession. I have a small child. I am trying to keep her with 
me. She is a comfort, of course, but the care of her limits my outside 
interests. My profession, therefore, constitutes my present life. I have 
thrown myself into it with complete abandon of everything else. And 
now it appears that I have gone about as far as I am likely to go. At 
sixty, I shall be exactly where I am—at thirty-eight.” 

“Do your students appear to have any opinions on this subject?” inter¬ 
jected Dean Harcourt. 

“They do!” declared Norwood promptly. “I am told there was a 
well-attended indignation meeting, night before last.” 

“Rather unfortunate,” remarked the Dean. “However, you will be 
able to correct that before it has done any damage." 

“What damage? Haven’t they the right to express themselves?” 

Dean Harcourt searched his visitor’s troubled face. Presently his eyes 
drifted slowly to a beautiful etching on the wall 
at his left—a superb reproduction of Holman 
Hunt’s “The Light of the World.” Norwood’s gaze, 
instinctively following, rested on the picture. He 
was annoyed. The Dean was staging a rebuke. 

“Of course,” he muttered, nodding his head 
toward the etching, “that is the ideal attitude to 
take: crown of thorns; meek submission; gentle 
tapping on the door that has been slammed in 
one’s face. Not much of that on display at the 
university, I can assure you! And it’s supposedly 
a Christian institution. He may have been the 
light of the world; but so far as I can see, or¬ 
ganized Christianity has done more to keep the 
world in darkness than any other influence in 
human history! Even the Buddhists never 
burned a scientist at the stake!” 

“They never had any to burn,” said Dean Har¬ 
court quietly. “But—be all that as it may, Doctor 
Norwood,” he continued, “it seems to me that this 
apparent misfortune of yours is an important 
event in your career. You have been offered— 
left-handedly, I admit—an unusual opportunity. 

You have been badly treated, and the university 
knows it. A position to which you were entitled 
has been given to a stranger. Your students are 
loyally incensed. They will be prejudiced against 
the new man when he arrives. That will make 
it difficult for the history department to function 
properly. 


Elise was a pure contralto. One could easily imag¬ 
ine her exchanging her badly made dress for modish 
chiffon, the stuffy little choir box for a lighted stage. 
( Circle ) Dean Harcourt of Trinity Cathedral. 



The ship is more important than any member of the 
crew—including the captain and the first mate. When 
this Oxford professor turns up, be his friend.” 

Norwood, slightly mollified, was listening attentively. 

“You will discover,” predicted the Dean, “that your 
faculty friends will be glad that an episode threatening 
disruption and bad feeling has been handled with diplo¬ 
macy. And as for your students—man! what a chance! 
If you are looking for a brilliant career as a teacher, it 
is ready and waiting for you. The average college 
youngster is much more interested in sportsmanship 
than scholarship. This disappointment of yours, if 
properly interpreted, is going to add importance to every 
word you say in your classroom. 


“History must be rather difficult to teach, these days,” 
pursued the Dean. “So much of it has been shown to 
be merely nationalistic propaganda; monumental false¬ 
hoods, spread on a large canvas. And that’s a pity, for 
there has been no influence so far-reaching and en¬ 
nobling as these epics of gallant hazards. To preserve 
the essential values, they must be interpreted to this 
new generation by men who themselves are morally 
equipped to recognize bravery when they see it. The 
oncoming crop of young men have had it explained to 
them that war is a racket. And perhaps it is just as 
well, for the sake of the world’s peace, that this senti¬ 
ment should be developed. But it should also be taught 
that courage is not a racket! And (Cent, on -page 134 ) 




Touched with a divine spark of madness—geniuses for a day — 
sportdom’s famous five have done what no mere mortals could do — 




1 hey 

walked with the | 

Gods 




Maurice McLoughlin in his historic 
match with Brookes was a whirl- 
ing, flaming god of the court, 
launching thunderbolts that went 
over the net with incredible speed. 


BASE BALL 

Babe Ruth overcame a hostile crowd, 
overpowered a great baseball team 
and cinched a championship by 
hitting three homers in the 4th 
World Series game of 1928. 


“f I \IERE IS no genius without a tincture of madness.” 

It was the philosopher Lucius Annaeus Seneca who dropped 
that pithy nugget into the swirling waters of the literary mael- 
-■-strom many long years ago. Today we can take it out of its 
mothballs, dust it off, look at it carefully—and lo, it is as fresh and as 
true as when he wrote it. 

The word “genius” has fallen into disrepute during late years, for 
if a man builds a better mousetrap than his neighbor, breeds a better 
heifer, sits an hour longer on a steeple or paints a more unintelligible 
picture—we hail him as a “genius." 

To be a genius, it is not enough to produce a technically perfect 
piece of work. It must be something which is above being technically 
perfect, something to which has been lent for the moment a touch 
of the supernormal. Mental, physical and spiritual qualities working 
in harmony can achieve a technically perfect product. If, to these 
qualities, there is added another element which one can perceive but 
cannot understand—then we have, in truth, a work of genius. 

Even in the world of sports, where sheer physical superiority wins 
eighty times out of a hundred, we come across performances which 
make us cry aloud in wonder. We know they are humanly impossible 
and we can only believe that for the moment the artist has been 
touched with the tincture of madness. Turn back the pages of your 
memory book and remember . . . 

19”8: It was hot with the torrid humidity that only the Midwest 
can produce. Forty thousand people, men in shirt sleeves, women 
in light frocks, blistered and burned under the beams of a sizzling 
sun. Miller Huggins sat nervously on the Yankee bench. His team 
was in front 6 to 3, and every one of those forty thousand knew that 
the ball game was over. But Huggins never believed a game was over 

until the last out. Huggins was realizing a: . 

the breast of every baseball manager. He wi 



Bobby Jones defied tradition, 
mental hazards, climatic 
conditions and human oppo¬ 
sition by winning all four 
major golf titles in 1930. 


Red Grange played that 
■ name against Pennsylvania 
1925, he gained a 

on a muddy field. 


Sonja Henie won the 1932 
Olympic fancy-skating competition 
by performing one of the most dif¬ 
ficult of all acrobatic fancy-skat¬ 
ing maneuvers—the Lutz jump. 
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The night before, Ruppert, owner of 
the Yankees, had told Huggins to go out after that fourth the greatest pair of batting eyes 
game. Huggins had told the players, and every one of hurler’s delivery. What should 
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“Throw the ball in back of him,” Frankie Frisch had 
said grimly. “That’s the only way to keep the big tramp 
:r the fence from hitting.” 

lere was no Perhaps Alex was thinking of that now as he leaned 
murdering forward to glimpse the signal from his catcher. He 
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Ruth. It went right where Alex had wanted it tc 
high and inside. It was a perfect strike which began 
to curve in sharply as it reached the plate. It was a 
pitcher’s masterpiece delivered by a man who had long 
ns race in ago earned his summa cum laude in baseball’s school. 

Yes, it was a perfect strike—but Ruth swung. Ruth 
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ough spot, necromantic feat his whole body seemed to accumulate 
-xx.«— energy as he swung that magic wand. 
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We read that Uncle Sam says Mr. Wodehouse owes 
$123,826 in income taxes. If he were taxed for all the 
laughs he has given us, he’d owe — oh! there isn’t that 
much money in the world! Read this story and agree! 


Good-b 

to all 

Gats 
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Freddie saw a large 
tortoise-shell cat knead- 
his shirt with its 
Well, you know 
a fellow feels 
about his shirt-front .. • 






sleeves: and on emerging from his boudoir, he was in¬ 
formed by a footman that the gang were already 
nuzzling their bouillon in the dining room. He pushed 
on, accordingly, and sank into a chair beside his hostess 
just in time to dead-heat with the final spoonful. 

Awkward, of course, but he was feeling in pretty good 
form, owing to the pleasantness of the thought that 
he was shoving his knees under the same board as the 
girl Dahlia. So, having nodded to his host, who was 
glaring at him from the head of the table, as much as 
to say that all would be explained in God’s good time, 
he shot his cuffs and started to make sparkling conver¬ 
sation to Lady Prenderby. 

"Charming place you have here, what?” 

Lady Prenderby said that the local scenery was gen¬ 
erally admired. She was one of those tall, rangy, Queen 
Elizabeth sort of women, with tight lips and cold, 
blancmange-y eyes. Freddie didn’t like her looks much, 
but he was feeling, as I say, fairly fizzy, so he carried 
on with a bright zip. 

“Pretty good hunting country, I should think?” 

“I believe there is a good deal of hunting near here.” 

“I thought as much,” said Freddie. “Ah, that’s the 
stuff, is it not? A cracking gallop across good country 
with a jolly fine kill at the end of It, what, what? Hark 
forrad, yoicks, tallyho, I mean to say, and all that sort 
of thing.” 

Lady Prenderby shivered austerely. “I fear I cannot 
share Your enthusiasm. I have the strongest possible 
objection to hunting. I have always set my face against 
it, as against all similar brutalizing blood sports.” 

This was a nasty jar for poor old Freddie, who had 
been relying on the topic to carry him nicely through at 
least a couple of courses. It silenced him for the nonce. 
And as he paused to collect his faculties, his host, who 
had now been glowering for six and a half minutes 
practically without cessation, put a hand in front of his 


mouth and addressed the girl Dahlia across the table. 
Freddie thinks he was under the impression that he 
was speaking in a guarded whisper, but as a matter of 
fact the words boomed through the air as if he were a 
costermonger calling attention to his Brussels sprouts. 

“Dahlia!” 

“Yes, Father?” 

“Who’s^that ugly feller?” 

“What do you mean, hush? Who is he?” 

“Mr. Widgeon.” 

“Mr. who?” 

“Widgeon.” 

“I wish you would articulate clearly and not mumble,” 
said Sir Mortimer fretfully. "It sounds to me just like 
‘Widgeon.’ Who asked him here?” 

“Why?” 

“He’s a friend of mine.” 

“Well, he looks a pretty frightful young slab of 
damnation to me. What I’d call a criminal face.” 

“Hush!” 

“Why do you keep saying ‘Hush’? Must be a lunatic, 
too. Drops cats on people.” 

“Please, Father!” 

“Don’t say ‘Please, Father’! No sense in it. I tell you 
he does drop cats on people. He dropped one on me. 
Half-witted, I’d call him—if that. Besides being the 
most offensive-looking young toad I’ve ever seen on 
the premises. How long’s he staying?” 

“Till Monday.” 

"My God! And today’s only Friday!” bellowed Sir 
Mortimer Prenderby. 

It was an unpleasant situation for Freddie, of 
course, and I’m bound to admit he didn’t carry 
it off particularly well. What he ought to have done, 
obviously, was to have plunged (Continued on page 123 ) 


Autumn 

The story of a college 
boy who could take it 




T HE LEISURELY September sun crept around 
the corner of Thurston Hall and drove a daz¬ 
zling shaft across the dusty, crowded auditorium. 
The light seemed to glorify what the little gray¬ 
haired man on the rostrum was saying and David Mer¬ 
rick unconsciously leaned forward that he might not 
miss a word. 

President Campbell was welcoming the freshmen this 
morning. He was talking importantly of the necessity 
for the young men and women to bring with them 
clean, eager minds, strong, healthy bodies, that they 
might best receive the bounteous gifts his school was 
prepared to give. 

It was a good speech. He was sure of that, so he 
made it each year. The upper-classmen knew what to 
expect and stayed away, while the newly made sopho¬ 
mores were experiencing their first dangerous attack of 
superciliousness and whispered loud and important 
nothings with an elaborate indifference. 

But to David it was all beautiful and solemn. A great 
peace, a peace of dreams fulfilled, at once exeiting and 
exhilarating, filled him as the organ thundered out the 
first stanza of the university hymn. Everyone stood 
with a great clatter of chairs. David opened the song- 
book to page one. 

The organist, after the introduction, returned to the 
opening chord of “Hail Our Alma Mater.” Two thousand 
young, vibrant voices caught up the words and shouted 
them out in a rushing avalanche of tone. 

David opened his mouth to sing, but the page blurred 
before his eyes and the words died in his throat. God! 
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it was too much! He was 
here, here in the univer¬ 
sity, where he had dreamed 
of being but never really 
expected to be. The sud- 
realization of it all 
a suffocation, and he 
felt that he would have 
to break for the door be¬ 
fore he made a complete 
fool of himself. 

He turned to lay the book 
In the seat behind him, 
and for the first time realized that someone else was 
holding it. Her features appeared to him in a mist 
and he tried to hide his eyes from the intensity in hers. 

And so he stood there in a humiliating, miserable ec¬ 
stasy while the voices soared and ioined the shattering 
volume of the organ. 

Edith Manners made her lips move and pretended to 
sing, but out of the corners of her eyes she watched the 
strange young man who shared her book. He was a 
good-looking, well-set-up boy, a little green and clumsy, 
maybe, but most boys at that age were. And tears were 
streaming down his cheeks! 

There was little wonder that Edith was puzzled. Da¬ 
vid was a puzzling young man. Possessed of a great ca¬ 
pacity for emotion, his overwhelming sensitiveness often 
left him blushing and unable to say a word. 

At twenty, David was unlike the others of his own 
age. Going to school in a little town in Texas, hurrying 
home two miles in the country at four o’clock every 
afternoon to help his mother with the chores, he had not 
enjoyed the companionship of young men and women. 
He could not, therefore, defend himself as they did 
from the sudden prying of others by the pat phrase, the 
slang in which they communicated almost exclusively. 

His mother had died a few months before he had 
come to California. Her body had been laid beside his 
father’s in a bleak, wind-swept cemetery in western 
Texas. Somehow he could not feel sorry that she was 
gone. She had wanted so to go. She had been a lost 
soul, starving for her husband who had “been taken,” 
as she phrased it, sixteen years before. . 



ub walks,” Edith advised David. “Can’t you 
lent, and she wondered what he was thinking. 


He had indeed “been taken.” David remembered it 
only vaguely in his waking hours, but sometimes in his 
nightmares the whole horrible affair came back to him. 

His father, it seemed, had not wanted to go to war! 
David was only four then and did not understand what 
that meant. Later, he learned that his father had been 
a “conscientious objector,” but in 1918 he had been only 
a “slacker,” a man who would not defend his wife and 
child and all the other women and children of the 
United States from the Kaiser and the Huns who cut 
off children’s arms and women’s breasts. 


by Dale Eunson 

Illustrations by Jay Hyde Barnum 













They, the men of Blaine, came for David’s father one 
blue-white Texas night in the summer of 1918. David 
had been put to bed as usual at eight-thirty. It must 
have been ten o’clock when he was awakened by a rock 
striking the house. Dead silence followed, but he 
jumped from his bed and ran to the window. Below 
him was the largest crowd of men he had ever seen. 
In the moonlight their faces looked eerie and strained. 
He could not understand why they should all come visit¬ 
ing so late at night. 

From another room inside the house he heard his 
father’s husky voice: “What do you want?” 

A voice came from the mob: “We want you, Ted 
Merrick. And if you know what’s good for you, you’ll 
come without making a fuss.” 

“What do you want me for?” his father asked. 

And then David heard something that he could never 
forget, that still sent a wave of nausea through him 
whenever he thought of it. In answer to his father’s 
question an insane mob-laugh arose, jeering but half 
frightened of its capabilities, a laugh that was the very 
soul of that mob of men bound together by some crazed 


demon. Then the laugh died as it had begun, leaving 
a tense, vibrant silence. Surely, David thought, that 
could not be old John Emery speaking now: 

“That’s good, that is. ‘What do you want me for?’ 
That’s damn good. Come on out of that house and 
we’ll show you.” 

“If you’ll wait just a minute I’ll get some clothes on,” 
he heard his father say, still calm. 

“No need for that,” came the same voice from the 
mob. “Where you’re going you won’t need no clothes.” 


JJsvm did not know why, but he 
began to tremble, and his small heart jerked against his 
ribs. His father, barefooted and clad only in his night¬ 
shirt, came into his room, clutched David to him a 
moment and went out without a word. David resumed 
his vigil at the window and saw his father come out of 
the front door below. He thought his father looked 
funny out there in his nightshirt with all those men. 

“Take hold of him!” that voice said. 

David’s mother, crying, her teeth chattering in icy 



The stem Sons of Hellas 
whacked David whenever 
his industry waned. It 
was as he recoiled from 
one of these pelts that 
he saw Edith. He quickly 
dropped his head and 
began to work furiously. 


terror, came running to his room and swooped him into 
her arms. Whimpering incoherently, she raced down¬ 
stairs with him and out of the house. The night air 
was chill against his bare legs, and he clung close to 
her panting body. 

In the distance he could hear the threatening mur¬ 
mur and the threshing of the hundreds of feet through 
the stubble in the field. They trudged through the dust 
stirred up by their strange visitors, a dust that made 
a halo around the bright moon. His mother began to 
run, but he heard her say, “No. We mustn’t get too 
close,” and she stopped to get her breath. But she could 
not rest long, and must hurry on. 

A mile from the house was a steep ravine, dotted by 
a few straggling pine trees. The crowd ahead flowed 


into the gulley, and when David and his mother reached 
the brink they stopped short. Below them was a fire 
with a bucket hanging over it. The mob had made a 
circle around the blaze, and his father, ridiculous in his 
nightshirt, stood inside that circle. On the ground be¬ 
side him lay what looked like a large pillow. 

A number of the men again stepped up to his father, 
grasped him by the arms and ripped off his nightshirt. 
Two others lifted the bucket from the fire. One of 
them produced a brush from his pocket, dipped it into 
the pail and began to paint his father black. For the 
first time, David saw him cringe. 

His mother whispered, “Oh, God!” The half-dozen 
who were holding his father tightened their grip and 
pinioned him until he was covered with the molten tar. 
Meanwhile others had ripped open the pillowcase, scat¬ 
tering the feathers over the ground. His father was 
thrown to the earth and rolled over and over in them 
until he looked like some absurdly flopping white bird. 


JNow they picked up a jagged 
pole about fifteen feet long. Some men seized it at both 
ends and others took hold of his father and set him 
astride it. He fell off, but they cursed him and struck 
at him until he clung to it. They began to move again 
up the hill with their burden, and David hid with his 
mother behind a sheltering boulder until they had 

Fainting with terror and fatigue, the two barefooted 
figures followed the mob through the little town of 
Blaine. The street was dark but the windows of the 
houses framed the heads of the womenfolk of the men 
who surrounded Ted Merrick and were now holding him 
on the rail. The moon showed their faces, a little 
ashamed and weary of their own passion, but deter¬ 
mined to finish what they had begun. And a block 
behind plodded those two figures in white, crying, stum¬ 
bling, afraid to get too close, afraid to stay too far away 
lest Ted Merrick die in such frenzied desolation. 

The crowd left David’s father to die a half mile be¬ 
yond the town. He was already half dead, but David’s 
mother found a wheelbarrow at a near-by ranch, lifted 
him into it and bore him home. 

He was dead when she got him there. 

Mrs. Merrick, when she was sane enough to reason, 
Mamed the ignorance of the townspeople for what had 
happened. It was inconceivable to her that intelligent, 
educated men could have done such a thing. And while 
she never mentioned that horrible night to David after¬ 
ward, that night which made of her an eccentric old 
woman, the dream of a college education for him filled 
her waking and sleeping hours. 

And David could not help but assimilate a part of that 
mania which manifested itself in his avid thirst for 
knowledge, a thirst which drove him, after his mother’s 
death that spring when he had finished high school, to 
California and enrollment for study in the rapidly grow¬ 
ing university a few miles outside of Los Angeles. 

He had managed to save enough for his tuition, and 
he hitch-hiked his way to California. He found work in 
a small, collegiate sporting-goods store across the ave¬ 
nue from the campus. He was to receive fifteen dollars 
a week if his work proved satisfactory. 

With the beginning of classes the seriousness of 
David’s purpose and his lack of free time combined to set 
him aside from the youths being rushed for fraternities. 

He filled what little leisure he had with substitutes 
for companionship, and gained the almost immediate 
approval of his professors by studying diligently. Each 
afternoon, too, as soon as his last lecture was finished, 
he hurried to the sporting-goods store across the street 
from the campus and, until six o’clock, sold track shoes, 
football paraphernalia, rifles, parlor games, gimcracks. 

There was only one person who thought of him as 
anything but “that Merrick boy on my left in Chemistry 
Lab.,” or “that awkward freshman who actually takes 
notes in Econ.” And it would have been difficult for her 
to say what she really thought of him. 

Edith Manners, though a junior, sat beside David 
in assembly because of the alphabetical similarity of 
their surnames. She was not (Continued on page 149) 


Lady 

without a Past 


by 


T HE SUN of a September after¬ 
noon, warm and analgesic, fell 
Indolently upon Narragansett 
Bay. Jonathan Oate Junior 
ambled along a pier. Behind him came 
his mother’s chauffeur, carrying two 
cowhide bags. 

At the gangplank of an enormous 
yacht, Jonathan stopped. “Fine little 
gondola Lenore has got herself,” he 
commented. 

“Rented it, sir,” the chauffeur said, 
unasked. “It belongs to the Earl of Sunderland. Been 
in dry-dock.” 

The young man grinned. “It’s impressive, Whitsie— 
even rented.” He stepped aboard. 

An officer at the head of the gangplank murmured, 
“Mr. Oate?” and led him to a suite. Jonathan whistled— 
and slowly unpacked. He felt the ship get under way 
as he removed his tweed suit. He noticed the slow swell 
of the sea as he twisted brass buttons through the but¬ 
tonholes of a double-breasted blue coat. 

He picked up a yachting cap and fitted it on his head. 
“Ho for Lenore and her merry guests,” he said. 

But before going above, he observed a decanter on a 
table. Beside it was a glass. The stuff was brandy, very 
old. “Some of the people,” he observed, “may be dull.” 

When he came out on deck the headlands astern were 
deep in September air, lifted by it, remote and unreal. 
No passengers were to be seen. He strolled aft and sat 
down. A Filipino appeared and asked what he would 
like to drink. He said “Brandy.” The man went away. 

Jonathan sighed and relaxed. Sooner or later a lot 
of people would crowd down to the stern, clattering and 
whooping. Lenore would be among them. 

He was glad she would be among people. A gal, he 
thought to himself, shouldn’t lock herself up in her 
house for weeks—even if the house is as big as Bucking¬ 
ham Palace with a skating-rink annex. And after Jock’s 
little newspaper scandal Lenore had shut herself in her 
home and seen no one. 

Jonathan watched the bubbles in his highball. He 
felt sorry for her. He was fond of her. 

In fact, he continued to himself, if I weren’t poison, 
death, disaster and the soul of inconstancy, I should 
marry her. Jock’s certainly popped a spanner into his 
chances. Like to see her alone—maybe I could talk her 

His mind trailed Jock for a moment: How the devil 
did he get into that scrape? Not like him. Maybe if I 
ran down to town and hauled him out of his remorse 
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we could cook up some explanation I could give Lenore 
to patch up the thing. Be a cinch, if only she didn’t 
have that particular kind of eye and that special shade 
of hair. Like smoke; like obsidian; like . . . 

Lenore appeared. She was dressed for dinner, al¬ 
though it was early, she wore a gown that melted itself 
upon her body, clung there. 

An alluring dress. Slinky, Jonathan said to himself. 

He stood. “Hello, there! Where’s everybody?” 

“Sit down,” she said, and took a chair beside him. 

“Elegant day to begin a cruise.” Some indefinable 
alarm made him commence to babble. “Weather propi¬ 
tious. Sea calm, swallows, porpoises, gulls and so forth 
as ordered.” 

“There isn’t anybody else,” Lenore said. 

He didn’t answer. 

“Nobody else would have come, anyway,” Lenore 
added after a long pause. She poured some brandy in 
a glass, and Jonathan leaned forward to manipulate the 
siphon. His hand shook. 

The girl stared unhappily at the water. For days 
without number she had remained on her island. Days 
in which she had cried alone and wished passionately 
that Jock would come to offer any explanation whatever 
or none at all—but that he would come. Jock whom 
she loved. Jock who had asked another girl to marry 
him the day after declaring his undying love for her. 

On some of those bitter days, another emotion had 
held her—an emotion of rebellion and rage. Perhaps 
she had been taught incorrectly. Perhaps there was 
no true love, no fidelity, no tenderness, no enduring 
thing. Perhaps Jeanette was right. Not—whither thou 
goest I will go, but—well go our own ways together. 

And if that were true, then the sooner she acquired 
the truth for herself, the sooner she would lose the pain 
of her present misery. In the alternating moods of 
those black days she had been perplexed by the method 
of learning the code she thought of as modern. 

You couldn’t just say to yourself, “I am abandoned,” 



and thereafter be a known wanton. You would fail 
to be as self-assured and invulnerable as Jeanette, 
no doubt, until you had loved a dozen men and 
cast them all aside—until, so to speak, experience 
had built a tougher membrane around your heart. 

And Lenore, being unusually innocent in such depart¬ 
ments of misbehavior, was at a loss how to begin. 

But when a long time passed, and Jock did not re¬ 
turn or even write, she decided willfully that the only 
way to save herself from her consuming wretchedness 
was by giving herself away in return for being liked. 
She considered Boris. She discarded him because she 
was secretly a little afraid of him. 

She settled upon Jonathan, she liked him. He was 
obviously fond of her. He was attractive. She felt, 


however, that in the first surrender of her person 
and purity there should be a certain amount of 
romance if only in the surroundings. And she 
was not sure that Jonathan would be amenable 
unless she had an ample opportunity to make 
clear the sincerity of her intention. Eventually she 
decided to hire a yacht and invite him on a cruise as 
if he were to be one of many guests. 

Her mind reviewed those facts and leaped back to 
the present when he said, “So you’ve kidnaped me?” 

She looked at him. He was startlingly tangible. “Ex¬ 
actly.” 

“Why?” 

In the presence of his elongated person, her nerves 
became milk. Nevertheless, she clung to her purpose. 


“Do you know why I invited you on this cruise?” 
asked Lenore. “No,” Jonathan said untruthfully. “To 
make love to me,” she confessed. “It was all a plot.” 



She goaded herself with the last feminine resource she 
could muster. Perhaps when Jock heard about this, 
he would be sorry—and hurt. She stretched toward 
Jonathan languidly, seductively. 

He did not whisper, “Lenore! ” Not at all. Rather, he 
stared at her quizzically'and blushed a little. 

Then she understood. 

The seduction was a fizzle. The sea was pretty and 
her rented yacht churned majestically along its surface, 
but her own deliberate sighs appeared not to affect the 
tall young man in the yachting cap. 

She perceived that it was funny. Jonathan was 
frightened. Her laughter was dammed back momen¬ 
tarily by the thought that this was another failure. But 
this, at least, was of her own doing. She giggled. 

Jonathan shivered. He had already suspected her of 
being mildly dotty, but the giggle convinced him she 
was seriously off balance. “Stop it!” he exclaimed. 

Lenore continued to laugh. “Oh, my!” she said. “I 
feel silly. Do you know why I invited you here?” 

“No,” he said untruthfully. 

“To make love to me.” 

“That’s very flattering.” 

“It was all a scheme. A plot. I think I must have 
been out of my head. I told Jeanette that I was going 
to embark on the primrose path—and this was to be my 
embarkation.” She laughed again. “The storybook 
technique,” she said. “Oh, dear. It frightened you, 
didn’t it?” 

“What in hell are you talking about?” he asked. 

“Me. Us. You can’t go to the devil by yourself.” 

“Oh. No. Presumably not.” 

“Suddenly I saw how ridiculous it was. Look, Jonny. 
I’ll have them put back. But for heaven’s sake don’t 
tell anyone that as a Cleopatra I turned out to be the 
rankest amateur.” 

He took her hand casually. “Listen, sister. Don’t 
have them put back—yet. If you’re bent on this course, 
you need instruction. I am no person to interfere with 
your morals—whatever you intend them to be. I prefer 
girls with spirit and without spirituality.” He paused 
to commit that lucky phrase to memory. “But the male 
is a timid creature. When he finds himself kidnaped 
by a willful woman-” 


Lenore stopped laughing and turned away her head. 
He thought that she was shedding a tear. He ignored it. 

“Your fell purpose,” he said, “will be substantially ac¬ 
complished, in any case. Our friends will assume that 
I lured you out on the Sound. They can be counted on 
to believe the worst on all occasions. In fact, I think 
we ought to damage your reputation effectively by con¬ 
tinuing this cruise for some hours.” 

“I don’t know what to do,” she replied helplessly. 

“Well, I’ll take over. Manage my own seduction, by 
your leave. Now if you were an ordinary run-of-the- 
mill hussy, worldly, wealthy and witless, these sinister 
trappings would be unnecessary—I mean, the sunset 
and the wicked evening gown. You would sin for sin’s 
sake. I take it you’re sinning for revenge.” 

“Maybe. And maybe because people like Jeanette 
manage to be happy, no matter what. They do it by 
being modern.” She sat up and stared at him. “After 
all, I’m adult. I have feelings. I want to be loved— 
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and if not by a particular person, at least by somebody.” 

“You’re in a difficult frame of mind.” 

“Difficult!” 

“All right.” Jonathan felt the need of another drink 
and served himself. 

Lenore held out her glass. He poured a few drops of 
whisky in it. “More, please.” 

He poured more. “Have you read any articles about 
the perils of a shameless life?” 

“Certainly. I’m—sophisticated.” 

Jonathan turned away his face. “Jeanette, again?” 
He was suddenly startled. “This—this yacht trip wasn’t 
her idea, by any chance?” 

“I thought it up myself,” Lenore answered. 

He was relieved. He sat down. “All right.” He put 
his arm around her. She drew away a little. “I’ll tell 
you what I’ll do,” he continued. “I’ll give you grounds 
for scandal—it’s inevitable, anyway. And I’ll think over 
your proposal. If you haven’t changed your mind in a 


month-” He chuckled. “I 

suppose I ought to go to Pata¬ 
gonia or some place while 
you’re considering.” 

“You’re swell!” 

“Sure. But about this vam¬ 
pire business. People don’t go 
in for sunsets any more. A 
flock of cocktails.and a road¬ 
ster are the ingredients. No 
sighing; no fancy posturing. 
It’s the same with the rich 
and the poor. When I showed 
up a moment ago, you should 
have said, ‘Take a stout drink, 
pal, because I’ve kidnaped 

“I see. ‘Take a stout drink, 
pal, because I’ve kidnaped 

“That’s the idea. Then you 
should have said, ‘Mind?’ If 
I’d taken the drink, you’d have 
been on the road to ruin. If I 

acted in a frosty manner-” 

“As you did.” 

“-you should have said, 

‘Take the drink—anyway,’ and 
I’d probably have remained at 
your mercy. No fuss; no self- 
conscious whoop-de-do. Why 
hire a yacht?” 

“I see. ‘Take a drink—any- 

“Thanks,” Jonathan replied. 
“I believe I will.” 

When the yacht steamed 
back that night, Jonathan and 
Lenore were sitting in a cabin 
calmly playing chess. They 
had played steadily during 
the voyage, except for an in¬ 
terval in which they had dined. 

The tender put them ashore 
at the club pier and they 
showed themselves to several 
persons, ostentatiously hold¬ 
ing hands. Those persons ob¬ 
served that no one else came 
ashore from the yacht. 

That was that. 

Lenore was escorted to her 
castle, and she lay awake until dawn suffering from 
embarrassment. Afterward, she found she had gained 
her object. She was “discussed.” She hoped Jock would 
hear that discussion. 

Summer ended. The leaves turned. Jonathan took 
her to her first football game at New Haven. At the 
Bowl she met several people who were not swayed by the 
social power of Mrs. Van Clyden. They were curious 
about her: young, beautiful, allegedly wild, worth mil¬ 
lions, and famous in gossip as the girl who had bucked 
the queen of dowagers, the arbiter of Newport. 

She saw Jock at the game, and when she knew that he 
was going to look at her, she borrowed a flask and 
tipped it up. She flirted with Jonathan and he was 
surprised until he, too, saw Jock’s hunched back. At 
home, after the game, she felt cold, lonely and irresolute 

The migration from Newport took place abruptly— 
so abruptly that an onlooker (.Continued on page 160) 
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"Things are not going on as they were, ” says the 
sage of Manhattan. “Life is going to be vastly 
different — happier, and to the youngsters has been 
assigned the job of building order out of disin¬ 
tegration—they must get back to ‘the simple life’ 
if they are to survive” 




Good books, the immeasurable calm that follows 
thrift, the simplicities of home life—out of the 
come the peace and security of a brave new 


.HE LAST QUARTET of years has brought a jitter to life that has 
given the younger generation especially the distinct impression that 
they are teetering on the crumbly edge of things. 

Maybe they are! Even to us grown-ups, civilization seems pretty thin 

ere and there. Ugly things are beginning to peep through. To those 
who have lived in a charted, rationalist world so long, the upset is not 
so important. We have had our best years. Really we do not matter. 

But for the young folk just starting out, it is something else again. 
I have no truck with those professional economists whose foreheads 
suggest the bulging contours of a cushion stuffed tight with credulity. 
I expect no jinni to rise from the bottle. Things are not going to be 
as they were. Perhaps never again. 

It is my conviction that the next twenty years are going to be vastly 
different. Life is going to have a different tempo, a different meaning 
and, of course, a different ending. Godspeed to the youngsters in the 
dark! 

Dignity of years gives the antiquarian the right in such crises to set 
down the invisible tankard, draw a sleeve across his lips and make a 
speech. So here goes! 

For ten years most of us have been spinning around with the intoxi¬ 
cating love of what we thought was Life with a hey-nonny-ney and a 
hot-cha-cha! And we found it pretty much boloney. We have seen 
the deterioration of both the idealist and his ideals. Ours was the 
passion of an unrequited love. 

With the quickness of a lightning bolt, we exchanged a career of 
action for one of contemplation. What to do! What to do! Every¬ 
thing had gone sour at the Tory Halls. The old squires sat thumb- 
twiddling in their dim and musty libraries, wondering what the 
tarnation had happened to the golden now. 

A spinning globe had suddenly poised and turned over, leaving hu¬ 
manity in the frozen horror of a Gargantuan gulp! Civilization seemed 
consumed. 

The world wandered from conference to conference. Austere states¬ 
men indulged in flabby oratory that sounded like high-nosed old 
fuddy-duddies at a second-rate boarding-house table boasting of their 
highly honorable lineage. All was at sixes and sevens! 


by O. O. McIntyre 


Illustration by Franklin Booth 


But life goes on. And I honestly think it is going to 
be far happier. We have learned that swollen stock- 
market fortunes have a way of bursting with a bang— 
and that they mean nothing save a headache. 

To the young has been assigned the job of building 
order out of disintegration. And there is no finer job 
than that. They are indeed to fashion a brand-new 
world. What a rainbow of endeavor! 

The happiest era of a rather fortunate life was when 
as an automaton with a green eye-shade on the outer 
rim of a newspaper copy desk I collected forty dollars 
a week for deleting extraneous words and placing com¬ 
mas in reporters’ handiwork. 

It wasn’t that my job was at all important. It was 
that I thought it important. And reflective years con¬ 
vince me that any man who thinks his job is important 
is going to be happy and, incidentally, is going to get on. 

I have never known a person who loved his job who 
did not get on. He may slip on the way up now and 
then, but eventually he will arrive. I have observed this 
too long not to know whereof I speak. 

And despite our disillusionments, we must begin to 
save again. Saving is an integral of life’s plan often 
stressed but little heeded. It is such a bucker-up in the 
halfway grooves of life that I cannot understand why 
it is not more frequently seized. 

Those who have not enjoyed the immeasurable calm 
that follows thrift have missed one of the most whole¬ 
some pleasures of existence. Cutting corners can be¬ 
come an exciting game—far more exciting than going 
to the theater or to a cafe. I know because I have 
tried it. Even if you lose most of it, as all savers have, 
you have been building character. 

I was married on a twenty-five-dollar weekly salary. 
Out of that we saved four dollars a week. When the 
pay went to thirty dollar*, we saved eight. It could 
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be done then and it can be done now, 
married couples who are doing it even in New York. 

I am revealing these rather confidential simplicities 
because the young have to get back to those earlier 
standards if they are to survive. 

I am of Scottish descent, but my thrift was acquired 
and not a racial inheritance. Until, by enormous fru¬ 
gality, I had saved a hundred and eighty dollars to buy 
an engagement ring I was a hopeless spendthrift. 

I not only spent all I made but all I could borrow 
from whoever would lend, not excluding good old Uncle 
Isaac of the Sign of the Three Balls. Saving that hun¬ 
dred and eighty dollars gave me a confidence and a 
content I had never known before. 


JLt was by the virtue of saving that 
I accumulated enough to tell an overbearing managing 
editor to take a broad running jump into the Ohio 
River, after which I pulled up stakes for New York. 
Otherwise, I am firmly convinced that at this particular 
moment I would be chained to some obscure small Mid¬ 
dle West daily—without future, without hope. 

Little wonder I mount the soap box to hot-gospel 
thrift. Anyone can practice it in the lowliest kind of 
job and be assured of a leg up. And have more fun 
than a box of monkeys getting the hang of it. 

Each job I lost was lost largely through losing my 
temper plus, of course, a certain incompetence. Every 
man’s work suffers through anger. While one is flailing 
about, bubbling with rage, the other fellow is coming 
up from behind. I lost two jobs that way, and it is a 
great provocation that excites me to rage these days. 

Things that used to churn me to unreasonable passion 
now roll off like water off a duck’s back, and I’m certain 
my health, my serenity of (Continued on page 170: 
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Faith Baldwin here touches the pulse 
of American life and listens to the 
beat of forces that are truly ours 
in this—her greatest—novel of a 
mans struggle to make a place for 
himself in this land of his fathers 
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The Story So Far: 

David’s eyes were a cold, blazing blue. There was a 
white line around his lips as he said, “You will come 
with me to Natural Bridge and reconcile yourself to 

being the wife of a country practitioner or-” 

“Or what?” Adeline asked sharply. 

“Or I’ll go alone,” he replied. “I gave up the work for 
which I had prepared all my life because you couldn’t 
live in China, but I was not cut out for a fashionable 
New York physician. Mat Brent has offered me his 
practice and I’m going where I’m needed.” 

When David Condit spoke that way there was nothing 
his wife could do but submit. She did not like the small 
town to which David took her to live. She did not like 
Amelia, Doctor Brent’s housekeeper who remained with 
the Condits after the old doctor’s death. She did not 
like Mary Dexter, the freckle-faced girl who, with Doc¬ 
tor David’s encouragement, was planning to become a 
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nurse. Sometimes she did not like her own children. 
Betty, born in China, seemed an alien. Graham and the 
twins Mathew and Anna, born in America, seemed more 
her own. 

The one person toward whom she felt no resentment 
was her cousin Anna who had always been more like a 
sister. Anna spent her vacations with the Condits, who 
regarded her coming as the bright spot of each year. 

There came a summer, however, when Anna was not 
gay and companionable, but preoccupied, moody and 
lethargic. Adeline wanted David to give her a tonic, 
but he sensed that her trouble was not a matter for 
medicines. Anna was trying to make up her mind to 
marry John Gregory, a business acquaintance—a wid¬ 
ower, older than she. John was very much in love with 
her, but she confessed to David that there was someone 
else she loved—someone who hadn’t loved her. 



O N THE following day David, just finishing his 
midday meal, became aware of the shrill sound¬ 
ing of the doorbell. Millie, Amelia’s grandniece, 
answered the summons and returned with the informa¬ 
tion that it was “someone to see the doctor.” 

“You can’t even eat a meal in peace,” Adeline sighed. 
Anna glanced at David. She was very pale this morn¬ 
ing; she looked as if she had not slept. 

David murmured, “It’s all right, Addie. I was almost 
through,” and leaving the table, entered his office. 

A girl, a complete stranger, sat bolt upright on the 
sofa, her face swollen and blotched from weeping. 

David said, “Good afternoon. I’m Doctor Condit. 
What can I do for you?” and, sitting down in his swivel 
chair, drew a straight chair up to the desk. 

She came toward him with reluctance. She was tall, 
dressed plainly, but not cheaply. She stated abruptly, 
“You’ve got to help me out, doctor.” 

David’s heart contracted. There seemed no need for 
further elucidation. He said gently, “Suppose you tell 
me about it.” 

She had not intended to tell anyone about it—that 
is, not more than was necessary. But now she replied 
with a rush of words. David listened. The story was 
familiar to him—-uncomplicated, sordid. He said, when 
she was through: “You’ve been to other doctors, you say, 


"I don’t know whether it makes it better 
or worse to tell you that I love you, 
Anna,” said David. “I don’t know 
either,” she whispered. “I wanted to 
forget you, David—for all our sakes.” 


and they’ve refused you. So you know there’s nothing 

“You must,” she said; “you must!” 

“I cannot. This man—you say he won’t marry you?” 

“He can’t,” she said sullenly; “he’s married. He gave 
me money.” She fumbled in her pocketbook, pulled out 
a number of bills and pressed them into David’s hand. 
“Here,” she said. “It’s a hundred dollars. I’ll give it all 

He folded the bills and put them in her lap. He said 
gently, “It’s no use. You don’t understand . . He 
went on, trying to explain, to make her see. 

The girl got to her feet. She said, “Thanks—for noth¬ 
ing. I’ll go somewhere else. To the city, I guess. There 
must be doctors in the city who’ll do what I want and 
no questions asked . . . What do I owe you?” 

“Nothing,” said David. He rose. He added urgently, 
“Do you realize that you will be risking your life?” 


‘ What’s it worth to me now, anyway?” she asked. 

The door closed behind her. Well, she would find 
someone—and no questions asked, David thought bit¬ 
terly. He turned back to the office and stretched out on 
the sofa; closed his eyes and tried to banish the girl 

Sleep was impossible. He rose presently, put on his 
coat and went out of the house. Adeline was nowhere 
to be seen. Anna was playing croquet with Betty on the 
lawn. Betty ran up to him and flung her arms about 
him. He thought, What if it should be Betty some day? 
—and felt sick to his very soul. 

“Going out on your rounds, David?” Anna asked. 

He said that he was. “Want to come along?” 

Anna hesitated. She said finally, “No, I don’t think 
so—not this afternoon. Betty and I must finish our 

“I see,” said David. He lingered a moment, irresolute. 
It was all very still and peaceful—the shuttered, sturdy 
house; Betty, with her curls bright in the sunshine; and 

Looking at Anna was an antidote. He would have 
liked to watch her playing with Betty. But he had to 
get into the buggy and drive from one house to another, 
sitting in close rooms, advising, counseling. 

He must be back in time for the citizens’ meeting he 
had called. There should be some way to combat epi¬ 
demics which swept the town at intervals—the last out¬ 
break of measles, for instance, had cost several lives. 

A small boy galloped up on a horse. David hurried to 
the picket fence which surrounded the front yard. 
“What’s wrong, Johnny?” he asked. 

“It’s Pop, doc,” the boy gasped. “He’s took awful bad. 
Ran a rusty nail in his foot, yesterday. It’s swollen up 
something fierce!” 

“I’ll be right along,” promised David, and went off to 
the barn where Harry waited with the buggy. 

When he returned late in the afternoon, there were 
pleasant sounds from the side veranda, where Anna and 
Mathew were having cambric tea in a doll’s china set. 
Adeline lay in the hammock reading. David went up to 
the house. He had to wash and get on to the meeting. 

“May be late for supper,” he called back, as ten min¬ 
utes later he left the house again, on foot. 

Adeline laid her book aside. “He generally is,” she 
sighed. She looked down at the tiny table set with the 
miniature china. She said, “Run along to Millie, chil¬ 
dren. Aunt Anna’s played with you long enough.” 

The twins departed reluctantly. “They’re darlings,” 
Anna commented, watching them trot off together. 

Adeline was complacent. She said, “They’re nice chil¬ 
dren, I think. I try to have them so. It isn’t easy, 
Anna, to bring them up properly. David’s no help. He 
says as long as they’re healthy and reasonably obedient, 
that’s all we can expect of them.” 

“Well, isn’t he right?” Anna laughed. 


You always take his part,” her 
cousin accused her fretfully. “I assure you he isn’t easy 
to live with. Half the time he doesn’t even hear me 
when I speak. He carries this town on his shoulders. 
If it ended with a prescription or an operation—but it 
never does. No wonder we’re poor!” 

Anna said quietly, “I don’t think you’re poor, Adeline.” 

Adeline shrugged. “I suppose you wouldn’t. I can’t 
understand you, Anna. You care so little for money, 
position. You and David are a lot alike,” she declared. 
“Neither of you has any real ambition. When I think 
of the name he might have made for himself as Doctor 
Fletcher’s assistant, and later with a practice ready¬ 
made, I could scream. It’s maddening!” 

“David wouldn’t have been happy in New York,” re¬ 
minded Anna. 

“You’ll never see things my way,” Adeline told her 
without rancor, “so there’s no use arguing. I just have 
to reconcile myself to spending the rest of my life in 
this place, never going anywhere. David never can get 
away, and I can’t go alone.” 

“David loves you,” said Anna. Sudden color flared in 
her cheeks. "He’s a good husband.” 

“Of course he’s a good husband!” cried Adeline. “We 
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have a roof over our heads; we don’t starve. He doesn’t 
quarrel with me or beat me, if that’s what you mean. 
But what sort of life is this, Anna, anyway? It’s simply 
existing; it isn’t living—not really. And we’ve grown so 
far apart. I suppose because I wouldn’t . . . That is, 
I suppose all men are alike. They think only of their 
own pleasure; they don’t consider how a woman 
feels . . .” She stopped, then added hurriedly, “Never 
mind that. I forgot you aren’t married.” 

Anna said sharply, “I’m not exactly a child, Adeline. 
I suppose you’re trying to tell me that you and David 
aren’t living together any more?” 

Adeline said uncomfortably, “Yes, 
if you must put it crudely. I mean, no, we aren’t. Ever 
since the twins were born . . . I’m not at all well, al¬ 
though David insists there’s nothing wrong. A lot he 

“It seems to me you’re not being very fair to David.” 

“You’re always talking about women’s rights. I 
should think you’d realize that perhaps a woman has 
some rights—in this matter!” 

“Still, it isn’t fair,” Anna argued. “You aren’t really 
ill, Adeline. You’re bored and nervous, that’s all. Da¬ 
vid’s a young man, in the prime of life and strength. 
You made certain vows-” 

Adeline broke in, “I’ve been a good wife, Anna. I went 
with him to that terrible country and suffered—I can’t 
tell you what I suffered. Then we came home. I prom¬ 
ised myself that if he’d come home I’d make it up to 
him. When he decided to practice here instead of in 
New York, I came with him. I made a home for him; 
I gave him children. I’ve done my duty toward David, 
Anna, and you can’t deny it.” 

“I do deny it!” Anna contradicted her. 

Adeline looked at her sharply. J’You shock me very 
much, Anna. What can you know about these things? 
You’ve had no experience. You can’t possibly judge.” 

Anna moved her shoulders impatiently. “I’m not 
exactly an idiot, Adeline. David was terribly in love 
when you married. So were you. He hasn’t changed, 

Adeline laughed thinly. “Along with your modern 
ideas you’ve stayed very romantic, I must say! You 
don’t understand; you can’t possibly. That side of mar¬ 
riage—I’ve always hated it,” admitted Adeline, low. “At 
first, of course, when one is terribly in love, it’s different. 
But later . . . The family, the home—they’re the impor¬ 
tant things in marriage.” 

She was superior, a little aloof, and she put Anna 
properly in her place. 

After a while Anna rose and went upstairs to her 
room. She lay down on her bed, her eyes closed. 

She could not understand herself—or, rather, she 
could but did not wish to do so. Had she not loved 
Adeline all her life? Why, then, did she suddenly de¬ 
spise her? And why had her heart lifted on a great 
wave of happiness when Adeline had told her . . . 

She knew why. She fought it, lying there. What dif¬ 
ference could it make to her? None whatever. She was 
angry with Adeline and indignant, for David’s sake, and 
she was immeasurably happy. 

She heard David come in. His footsteps were unu¬ 
sually heavy. Something has gone wrong, thought Anna. 

At the table that evening he was irritable. People 
were fools, he stated. Blind. He had argued himself 
hoarse advocating certain health reforms, and he had 
got nowhere. That stagnant little pond on the town’s 
outskirts was a magnificent place for breeding disease. 
Do you think he could get it drained? He could not! 
Yet children bathed in the pond; cattle drank from 
it; brooks which ran back of the privies of half a 
dozen farms emptied into it. 

Adeline said sharply, “I wish you’d remember you’re 
at the table, David.” She indicated her disgust by a 
gesture, pushing back her plate. She added, rising. 
“Well, as you’ve spoiled my dinner anyway—and it’s 
late ... I must get ready for church.” 

The children left the table presently, and David and 

David looked at his watch. “I doubt if anyone comes 
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himself couldn’t raise 
carrots good enough 
to please you people!" 


Vegetable Soup 


Old Ben was giving way to what he 
felt was righteous indignation. The idea of 
those Campbell’s Soup people turning down 
his carrots! Not good enough for them . . . 
well, he’d let them knaw what he thought 
of their finicky way of picking and choos¬ 
ing vegetables! 

But old Ben’s protests were of no avail. 
Only the finest of vegetables have ever 
been or will ever be accepted far use in 
Campbell’s Soup. And exactly 15 of the 
choicest garden vegetables are used in 
Campbell’s Vegetable Soup! 

In the making of Campbell’s Vegetable 
Soup, all these carefully chosen and care¬ 
fully prepared vegetables are cooked right 
in rich, invigorating beef broth, so that all 
of their beneficial goodness and flavor are 
retained in the soup. No wonder Campbell’s 
Vegetable Soup makes such an appetizing, 
satisfying, nourishing luncheon — an ideal 
“one-dish" meal ot any time of day or 
season of the year. 
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T oday, Woodbury’s Facial Soap invites millions of new users... 
with its new and generous size 10c cake. 



The 10c Woodbury’s brings you the very same quality you bought 
heretofore at a quarter. The same scientific beauty formula of a 
famous skin specialist. The identical soap that demonstrated its supe¬ 
riority over other leading soaps in the International Half-face Tests. 
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Other beauty products in these tests effected no noticeable improve¬ 
ment—Woodbury’s brought new radiant freshness and smooth tex¬ 
ture to the skin within thirty days’ time. 

It’s ready for you today! Nothing has been changed but the price. 
Now 10c! At druggists’, department stores, grocers’. The proved 
formula for "Tlie Skin You Love To Touch.” 
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there was not much that he could do. 
He could ease the wrench of dying; that 
was all. Few details were to be had. 
An accident, said the men, tight-lipped. 

David rode back to town. There would 
be an inquiry, of course; there was the 
business of the death certificate. Deadly 
tired, he reached his house shortly be¬ 
fore one in the morning and went to the 
office to set down his bag. Pete, proud 
of his ability to manipulate his splint- 
fast leg, stumbled out from beneath the 
desk chair. A voice said, “Be quiet, Pete," 

“Anna!" exclaimed David, in aston¬ 
ishment. He closed the office door. 

Anna said slowly, “I go tomorrow, 

couldn’t sleep. I came down to wait for 
you—to say good-by, I suppose.” 

He had never before seen her 
weep. He had seen tears standing in her 
clear black eyes on past occasions. But 
this passion of weeping frightened him, 
shook him as if each sob wrung his heart 
physically. He drew her to the sofa and 

She said, very low, “I thought I might 
have this much. Just hold me, David, 
for a little while.” 

David sat without speaking, holding 
the living, breathing body of the woman 
he loved in his arms. They did not talk; 
there were no words. Good-by can be 
said in so many ways; in none more 
deeply than in silence. 

The eastern sky brightened, and a bird 

Anna had been asleep for perhaps ten 
brief minutes. David held her as she 
slept and looked down into her face: on 
the curving lips, generous and red with 
vital blood; on the lashes, dark on her 
cheeks, the firm jaw line, the small, 
straight nose, the black hair above a 
wide forehead, the close-set, small ears. 
Here on his heart this image, forever 
and forever. David thought, This much 
out of all my life. 

“Anna,” he said, very low. “Anna.” 

She opened her eyes without astonish¬ 
ment. Why should she be astonished, 
who had so often dreamed of waking to 
meet h's gaze? She said, “It’s day, is it 
not?” She took his face in her slender 
hands and kissed his mouth. 

She rose; moved toward the door. 
David woke from a stupor of pure misery 
and tried to bar her way. “Anna!" 

She shook her head. She smiled at 
him faintly. The door closed behind her. 

There were voices in the kitchen. 
Amelia must have come downstairs. The 
day had begun. 

Some weeks later, as summer reached 
her maturity and turned with resigna¬ 
tion toward the beauty of autumn, David, 
returning home at midday, found Ade¬ 
line crying. She flung herself into his 
arms. She cried, “David, it’s Anna!” 

“Anna?” he said slowly. "Anna?" 

“After all these years—close as we’ve 
been—to treat me this way!” Adeline 

Anna was alive. The blood flowed back 
to David’s heart. He sat down, drew 
Adeline down beside him. “What is it? 
What has happened?” 

“You may well ask,” she said, her anger 
flaring. “She’s married—that’s what’s 
happened! Here—here’s the letter.” 

two children—and I suppose,” added 
Adeline practically, the first shock over, 
“plenty of money. But not to tell me; 
to marry him ‘quietly,’ she says. And 
look—David, why don’t you read it? She 
says her husband’s business will keep 
him in England at least nine months 
out of the year.” 


She began to c 
his arm about he: 
letter was crumpl 
forced himself to c 
“Hush, Addie,” : 


On an autumn day Mary Dexter can 
home from New York. She stepped fro; 
train to platform, a little tired from h< 
journey. Her youngest brother Han 
met her, grinning widely. He had boi 
rowed the Condit runabout. Their gree! 

Mary,” in reply to her greeting, an 


Driving toward the farm, Mary won- 

mean. When David Condit had advised 
her to train for her profession, it had 
been with the idea that she would remain 


In the evening she walked to th 
dit house, turning over in her mi 


her to continue her schooling. 

It hadn’t been easy. She had g< 
high school in Carthage, doing I 
- o pay for a:-' ‘ ’’ 



“Hello,” David greeted her with de¬ 
light. “I thought you’d be along pretty 


He took her by the shoulders, shook 
her slightly. Pete stirred from his cave 
under the chair and ventured out. 

David spoke to him. “Be quiet,” he 
said, “and get used to her. We’re going 
to see a lot of her, around these parts.” 

Pete limped cautiously toward Mary, 
sniffed at her skirts and ankles, decided 




you still have freckles.” Smiling, sh 
sat down by the desk. “Well,” comment 
ed David, from the revolving chair, “s 
you’re back. How’s your mother?” 

“Not very well. I wish you’d com 
out and see her, Doctor David.” 

“I shall. I’ll drop in for a cup of te 
or some apples. But she won’t have any 
thing to do with m 
I’ve kept an eye 

a little, she’ll be fine.” 

Mary tilted her round chin. She said, 
“You needn’t beat around the bush with 
me, Doctor David. I know she’ll never 
be fine again.” 

“No,” agreed David, “perhaps not; yet 

there’s anything seriously wrong with 
her, but she’s worn out, and her heart is 
beating too fast. But she has years 


before her, my dear, if we take due care.” 

Mary was silent a moment, looking 
around the office. She said, smiling, 
“This is ais much like coming home as 
the farm, somehow. I’ve never thanked 
you, Doctor David, not properly. I’ve 
tried to, in my letters. But I can’t.” 

“Forget it,” he said, embarrassed. He 
asked, “What do you expect to do, now?” 

“Nurse, if I can get work,” she said. 

In the village, and outside of it. Ill see 
that Doc Kimball and Doc Madison, in 
Carthage, know that you’re available. 
You could work there; it’s near enough.” 

“If you would—that would be fine. I’d 
like to work with you, though.” 

“You shall,” he promised, well pleased. 
Then he rose. “I’m going out on a call. 
Drop you off on my way, Mary.” 

Mary went down the front steps with 
him and out to the buggy. 

He left her at the Dexter gate. “Tell 
your mother I’ll come around tomorrow 
and see how you’re getting on,” he said. 

He reached home early enough and 
found Adeline sewing in the parlor. She 

“You spoil that girl, David.” 

“What girl?” he asked vaguely. 

“Mary Dexter. She isn’t a child any 
longer, you know. She’s twenty-two.” 

“Why, so she is!” exclaimed David, as¬ 
tonished. He started toward his office, 
his voice trailing off. “Beats all," he 
was saying; “seems like yesterday . . .” 

But yesterday becomes today, and to¬ 
day is quickly tomorrow. The years be¬ 
tween the autumns of 1904 and 1909 were 
like streams flowing imperceptibly one 
into the other. 

For these people, as for all people, time 
was counted by events rather than by 
hours or weeks or months. David, look¬ 
ing back over the years, would remember 

day in 1905 when St. Joachim’s Hospital 
burned in Watertown, and when the new 
hospital was planned. He would remem¬ 
ber the birth of Anna’s child, a boy, in 
that same year, in England. He would 
remember Adeline weeping and laughing 

have a baby. I worried so about her. 
Wasn’t it sweet of her, David, to name 
him for you?" 

Another milestone was Betty, at four- 

giggle* and the throes of first love for 
one Alex Gates, who had gone away to 
college and was going to be a lawyer. 

But most of all he would look 
back and see how by imperceptible de¬ 
grees the agony of Anna's loss, the frus¬ 
tration, the long nights of wakefulness 
and useless longing, had abated into 
something like resignation. Not forget¬ 
ting; never forgetting. But where there 
had been pain there was, slowly, less 
pain, and then peace. And where there 
had been desire, there remained only 

In the outside world a war between 
Russia and Japan was concluded; the 
Cape-to-Cairo bridge was completed; 
cholera became epidemic in Germany; 
and the Wrigbt brothers flew twenty- 
four and one-flftieth miles in their air¬ 
plane in thirty-eight minutes. ‘ 

But David, looking back, could recall 
few of these things, for few were im¬ 
portant to him. 

He was more closely in touch with 
China than with events in his own 
country. Heng-ong, toiling on his re¬ 
search, having given up the practice of 

it entirely, wrote him of developments 
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)VERY 

EVERY 


SPARKLING TONE . 
TRACE OF BEAUTY. 
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ijour/s 


With PHILCO 



X ou thrill to the beauty of PHILCO Tone as it 
comes to you full of warmth and color! You hear 
every golden voice, every orchestral instrument! 
So natural is the music, you feel each subtle change 
in mood. You sense the very personalities of the 

This is PHILCO reception—reception that’s real, 
that brings you a quality and excellence of repro¬ 
duction you never heard before. Such perfection of 
tone is the result of the greatest single develop¬ 
ment in scientific sound reproduction—PHILCO’S 
famous Patented Inclined Sounding Board. 

No matter where you listen, no matter who the 
artists—Margot Antillano from Caracas, Rosalind 
von Schirach from Berlin, Paquita Parra from Guay¬ 
aquil or countless radio stars right here at home— 
a PHILCO, properly installed with a PHILCO all¬ 
wave aerial, will bring them to you with unequalled 
naturalness and beauty. 

Your present radio will serve as partial payment 
on a new 1935 PHILCO! Ask your dealer to dem¬ 
onstrate any of the 49 new PHILCOS and to ex¬ 
plain his easy payment plan. 


PHI LCO 

c/l musical instrument o£c^ualitij. 


1 


PHILCO 
Replacement Tubes 
Improve the Per- 
formance of ANY 
Radio 


A PHILCO FOR EVERY PURSE AND PURPOSE 

AMERICAN and FOREIGN BROADCAST RECEIVERS . $39.95 to $600 


AMERICAN BROADCAST RECEIVERS.$20 to $200 

NEW PHILCO AUTO RADIOS.$39.95 to $75 


Prices slightly higher Denver and West. All prices subject to change without notice. 

LISTEN. TO BOAKE CARTER OVER KEY COLOMBIA STATIONS 


Tune-in 

PHILCO’S New 
Program from EAQ, 
Madrid, Spain - 
Sundays, 7 P. M. 
Eastern Standard Time 
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Seven ^ears Apart — 

Yet J3ot/i /iave S/in egua/fy Young 



Beautiful Vanderbilts examined 
by Dermatologist for Skin Age 
... both get 20-Year-Old Rating 







0 ) 






















Hcarsf'x International-Cosmopolitan for November, 1934 


o 


'illy an American Gin 

can ma/tc an 

American Cocktail 


In the following questions and answers. The 
Fleischmann Distilling Corporation presents some important facts 
about gin which every American should know 


1. What is gin? 

sp8K“i 

jgsatxssstxsn 

?mWm 

^This Synthetic product” is not really gin £» ture of its gin? 

^ sps 



3. What is “London Gin”? 
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cyiWAU^ tj(no^C 


~ticc6 Salxxvi -facial. 




Od&LotL^ 
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QUI ADORE LE PARFUM EN AVION 

DE CARON 


ON PERFUME 
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Bidou by Rex Beach (Continued from page 43) 








. and the truth 
shall make you free” 


Humanity has never gone 
forward in its conquest of dis¬ 
ease, save in the light of truth 


I N the beginning man suffered, and was 
afraid. He cried for help to the witch 
doctor. So Medicine was born—in magic 
and mystery. Slowly it tore away the veils 
of superstition. Slowly it found the truth 
—the truth that helps to free mankind 
from disease. 

They say the age of magic is past. Yet 
many men believe they can free themselves 
from disease by charms and "cure-alls.” 
And there are those who use false claims 
for the medicinal products they make, to 
profit by such belief. 

We hold these things to be true: no 
man, nor any company of men, has the 


right to claim, for any medicinal product, 
a virtue which it does not possess; to 
create, in the minds of human beings who 
seek release from suffering, a hope that is 
built upon such claims. 

To every man, or company of men, who 
holds the trust of making medicinal prod¬ 
ucts to safeguard health and well-being, 
there has been given a responsibility — to 
maintain the highest standards of quality, 
the surest controls for safety that modern 
science makes possible. 

Those who hold such a trust can fulfill 
it in only one way: by producing the finest 
medicinal products that can be made—and 
by providing them at the lowest possible 
price. 

The House of Squibb is dedicated to these 
principles. We shall fulfill our trust to human 
beings with devotion to truth, so that the name of 
Squibb shall always be "a name you can trust. ” 


E R:Sqjjibb St Sons 

Manufacturing chemists to the medical profession since 1858 


THE PRICELESS INGREDIENT 


EVERY PRODUCT IS THE HONOR AND INTEGRITY OF ITS MAKER 







NEW- 


at 



f ou/iik 


CUTEX CREME POLISH 



d**’" " 


tOt* 6 ** 



C UTEX was the first to give you 
Liquid Polish . .. then a com¬ 
plete range of Colored Polish . . . 
and now here’s Creme Polish that 
is actually beneficial to your nails! 

The new Cutex Creme Polish 
absolutely will not make your nails 
dry or brittle. So you can stop 
worrying about broken or split 
finger nails. 

And you’ll find that the new Cutex 
Creme Polish goes on more divinely 
than ever, wears even longer with¬ 
out peeling or chipping. And has 
far more lustre than you’ve been 
accustomed to. 

Also you know how you hate 
those ugly ridges in your nails—and 


those annoying little white spots. 
Cutex Creme Polish covers them up 
completely—hides every blemish! 

Now—you might expect Cutex 
Creme Polish to cost more. But it 
doesn’t! You actually get it for 
exactly the same price—just 350 a 
bottle. Creme or Clear. 



It comes in seven delightful, authenti¬ 
cally styled shades — Natural, Rose, 
Mauve, Coral, Cardinal, Vermilion and 
Ruby. At your favorite store. Better 
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Have you tried this New Iowder ? 


t/at makes skin so Clear, Transparent/ 
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Thin Air by Mildred Cran. 




Hearst’s International-Cosmopolitan for November, 1934 105 

A MARTINI ISN’T THE ONLY USE FOR 


V' 


ERMOUTH 



[ALTHOUGH IT’S A VERY GOOD ONE] 


• No doubt of it, the Martini has 
become the Great American Cocktail. 
Scouts tell us it is twice as popular as 
either of the runners-up, the Man¬ 
hattan or Old Fashioned. And since 
Vermouth is the best of all ap&itifs, 
this popularity seems deserved. 

But Vermouth is versatile. You’re 
not making the most of a faithful 
friend unless you know its other clas¬ 
sic uses—these especially: 

The Continental "Mixed 
Vermouth" 

Especially popular in France but so 
good it has disregarded national 
boundaries. It is nice as a change from 
cocktails and a boon to people who 
find cocktails too strong. Half "Italy”, 
half "Dry”—iced or not as you prefer. 
It is convenient to have a decanter of 

The Mild "Americano" 

It really is mild—not much stronger 
than beer. And, therefore, many 
thoughtful hosts are serving it as an 


alternate with beer for the benefit of 
non-beer drinkers. A pony or two of 
"Italy” Vermouth, several dashes of 
bitters, twist of lemon peel, fill up 
with ice and seltzer. It started in Italy 
but its merit has propelled it all over 
the world. A grand, useful drink. 


The Parisian 
"Vermouth Cassis" 


Sweet-tart, really delicious, this drink 
is as much a part of Paris as the Champs 
Elysee. In a tall glass put two ponies 
of "Dry” Vermouth, one of Creme 
de Cassis (black currant liqueur), fill 
up with ice and seltzer—and you have 
a drink for which the French would 
be willing to start a political party. 
Try it and see if the French taste 
doesn’t match your own. 


[Of courseyou know how to make a Martini 
—but just in case: 2 gin, 1 “Italy" Ver¬ 
mouth. Perhaps, though, you might prefer 
the one used at the Yale Club in New York: 
2 gin, H "Italy ”, X “Dry" Vermouth.] 


As you may have gathered, when we 
say "Vermouth” we mean Martini & 
Rossi Vermouth, which is the standard 
all over the world and has been for 
generations. Martini & Rossi literally 
covers the globe. It has warehouses 
and branch offices in 117 cities, from 
Oslo to Shanghai. 

ButwhileVermouth means Martini& 
Rossi to most people, it is best to be 
on the safe side and specify it when 
you order in stores or restaurants. Be¬ 
cause Vermouths differ like everything 
else and poor Vermouth has spoiled 
many a drink. 

Remember there are ONLY TWO 
KINDS OF VERMOUTH—ITALY 
AND DRY—AND MARTINI & 
ROSSI MAKES BOTH. 



VERMOUTH 


Imported and Guaranteed by W. A. TAYLOR & COMPANY, NEW YORK 
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A TABLE FOR TWO... with sparkle of 
crystal, shimmer of napery... personal 
attention from the maitre d'hotel... 
lilting strains of a Viennese waltz... 
and a lady, perfumed, glamorous... 
of whom her escort is obviously proud. 
All of it exists for her and she glori¬ 
fies the setting—for there is a ra¬ 
diance, an alluring, sweetly per- 
icisive fragrance—Coty's 
L'Aimant— that distinguishes her and 
makes her seem more lovely. Coty has 
this {lair for creating fine Perfumes 
which really heighten charm, and 
give "point" to personality. Indeed, 
there's almost nothing that money 
can buy which equals the power of 
a few drops of a delightful Coty 
Perfume to give one that joyous con¬ 
sciousness of being a lovely, desira¬ 
ble—and desired-woman! Find your 
favorite Coty odeur— at good shops! 


Haunting Coty Perfumes come 
in luxurious flacons, leather- 
encased at $55. Purse sizes — 
at $1.10. Various sizes between: 
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& YARDLEY'S ENGLISH LAVENDER 
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Blow, Desert Winds! by William Corcoran (CMM/nwni 
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your horse with the spurs so carelessly.” Murdock eyed Carver for a moment and the winds of the desert farewell, with a 

“But why’n hell, man, should I tickle 1-- -'--1 ”-l 

my horse with the spurs?” 

“So you can edge around and get a 

s brand,” snapped McLean, i 


poignance b 
imply doubt 


•, dismay. There w 


know it. I won’t ride with you _ . 

y other county, and you ain’t westward, be 


readily found a mount ti 


There was a telegraph line out of Ms 

McLean made camp that night ii 
grove of conifers, screened from obser 
tion, and his camp fire was quick, ] 


I’ll tell you this, Dan Murdock. 1 
, placed in my care ever got O' 1 


he got a good shot at a 
he feasted. He climbed constantly high¬ 
er, and the nights were cold. He rode 
alone, sighting no one for days. John 
Carver and his riders he left far behind. 

There emerged definite purpose now in 
Lee McLean’s flight. Summer was as 
good as over; up north it was already 
deep fall. His luck enduring, he could 

-h the Canadian border, and beyond, 

there plunge ir' ” - *—* ' ” 



traveling 
lyself, and finally I got to in- 
* "lyself why I shouldn’t hurry 
how the visiting was.” He 
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“JVO DEAR, YOU CAJf’T GET BY 
WITHOUT SHAVIAG” 


ou can’t get by without shaving.” Your 
wife—your girl—your associates may not 
tell you this. But that’s what they probably 
think when your face is marred by stubble. For 
bristles are repulsive to everyone, men and 
women alike. So how can any man afford to 
risk the good opinion of others by failing to 
shave often and well! 

Today shaving is not a task. The Gillette 
“Blue Blade” positively guarantees ease and 
comfort—even if your skin is tender. In fact— 
this blade is especially made for men with ten¬ 
der faces — and permits twice-daily shaving, 
when necessary, without irritation. 


The Gillette “Blue Blade” is sharp — amaz¬ 
ingly sharp—the smoothest-shaving blade that 
can be produced. See how its perfectly finished 
edges—automatically ground, honed and strop¬ 
ped—skim through your beard. Enjoy the bene¬ 
fit of blade-making equipment not equaled 
anywhere—and inspection methods that elimi¬ 
nate any blade with the slightest flaw. 

And when you unwrap your first Gillette 
“Blue Blade” notice how it is “anchored” in the 
envelope so the edges reach you undamaged— 
just as they left the factory Try this blade on 
our money-back guarantee of satisfaction. Ask 
your dealer for Gillette “Blue Blades.” 


GILLETTE BLUE BLADES 

XOW 5/j 25t - lo/f 49f 
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A compact is only as good as its contents! 
These Houbigant purse requisites are pri¬ 
marily beauty requisites ... not merely 
pretty cases. Each offers Houbigant 
make-up essentials in a form that you 
can carry conveniently — and proudly! 


\ 


Your individual needs, taste and budget 
will be luxuriously satisfied by these 
Houbigant purse requisites at better 
department and drug stores. Ask to 
see them . .. and do your Christmas 
buying while assortments are complete! 




llearst's International—Cosmopolitan for November, 1934 



Kathleen Norris’s Best 
Short Story 

Phyllis was young and healthy and pretty, 

gjg SwZtt 

She Ws, Lonely 

SrsJZ 

Eg&TE££§ 

iSiiii 

This New Book 


May We Send You This 
As a Gift? 




Not For Sale 

■E-sEiS&E 

Our Gift to You 


















HOW TO GET QUICK RELIEF 

when PAIN 
'TIES KNOTS' 
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Carole Lombard and Gary Cooper 
In Paramount’s "Now and Forever 1 ' 
Max Factor’s Make-Up Used Exclusively 



Like Hollywood’s Screen Stars, Discover 
How Color Harmony Make-Up Gives 
Beauty Romantic Appeal 
pjEAUTY’S secret o i attraction is color. This 
t-S appeal of color has been captured in a new 
kind of make-up.. .Color Harmony Make-Up 
... created by Max Factor ... Hollywood s 
make-up genius. Face powder, rouge and 
lipstick are harmonized in color to emphasize 
the alluring color attraction of each type 
of blonde, brunette, brownette and redhead. 

You, too, can enhance the attraction of your 
beauty with color harmony make-up ... for 
now you may share the luxury of the personal 
make-up for Carole Lombard and the host of 
other Hollywood stare. Max Factor's Face 
Powder, one dollar; Max Factor’s Rouge, fifty 
cents; Max Factor's Super-Indelible Lipstick, 

1 ” ir. Featured by all the leading s-— 



was brought to a dead stop a second til 
A second woman, springing from c< 
cealment, had snatched up the f 
weapon, crying, “Let her go! “ 


.1 ranchers In the valley. 


passion- you much about them. They’re bent or. 
determination about driving out all the people who have made 
”0 impression, their homes in this valley. They’re bent 
decently to on wiping out every small brand and 
nothing like stamping out every growing green thing, 
this. This woman needs instant care. They’ve brought in gun-fighters and 
I’m carrying her inside. Put that gun killers until they’ve got a small army at 
down and get out of my way!” the ranch headquarters. Those men 

The girl stared, frightened, nonplused, patrol the valley in bunches, looking for 
She looked helplessly at McLean, pite- trouble. Maybe now you know why we’re 
ously at the older woman, and suddenly afraid, alone in this house.” 


“Bring her in here. Hurry, hurry! It’s 
her weak heart. Oh, hurry!” 

Grimly McLean carried the limp slight 
body into a front room and placed it 
horsehair couch. The girl snatched 


averted. “With slaughtered cattle st 
over the land, those men have a j< 
do, don’t they?” 

“They’re doing it. The ranchers 
kill cattle—but the company is 



been—hurt?’ 
McLean said bluntly, ’Tve been shot. 

in this valley, or by anyone from 
.. :. I came riding down from the 
higher country, and I stopped by to beg 

- treatment for the leg and a bite 

-- if you can spare it. If it seems 
better, I’ll go right along.” 

“Oh, no! I can’t let you go like this. 
I can give you dressing for your wound. 
And you must eat.” She turned quickly 
to her dishes and pans. 

McLean watched her, studied her. The 
indelible marks of breeding and gentle 
rearing; the faded cotton print; the 
tired hands, heavy-laden. This layout 
was assuredly peculiar. No sign of a 
man. The ranch itself going rapidly to 
seed. Over everything an atmosphere 
of terror and hopelessness. 

McLean remembered the six cattle. 
He said, “I’m a stranger here. Would 
you mind telling me what’s wrong 
around here, that you’re afraid?” 

She hesitated. “We’re alone here, 
ou heard what my mother said. The 


dead cattle, but she’d heard of other 
things of the kind. The stock belonged 
to a big cattle company. There was a 
war in progress between the company 


were filled with memories, and the dark¬ 
ness was dread. He would pay the price 
again tonight, for in the darkness, sleep¬ 
less and haunted, there is no escape. 

Memory was all too vivid. A girl, 
sweet and dark-eyed, with suffering in 
her mute eyes and drawn mouth. A 
good man killed. Slaughter and rapine 
ravaging a peaceful valley. Death and 
malevolence ruling the land, and a bit¬ 
terness more than gall poisoning all of 
life. These things were here, and these 
were the very things that crowded his 
memory and were a doom laid on him. 

Within the house, Kate Parrish forgot 

their threshold! Her being quickened to 
something extraordinary in the man. 
Something cruel and hard yet pitiful; 
fearsome yet inspiring trust. His be¬ 
havior was reassuring, and yet one 


sharp, ground fine on the wheel of grim 
experience. Three years in Wind River 
Valley had transformed a pretty, ardent, 
laughing girl of eighteen into a dis¬ 
illusioned, prematurely sobered woman. 
Unremitting loneliness and dread para¬ 
lyzes hope, and laughter fails without the 
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ler parents three years before hat 
ited their savings in the ramshackle 
r Circle Ranch and its nondescript 
:d. coming from a farming commu- 
y in Illinois to take possession. They 
t only disaster from the start. Even 




slope facing < 


ast on the Bar Circle range. 

have triumphed over that 
1 a worthy man, as ranch 
manager, or even as suitor 




:r only suitor—solitary be¬ 
ll which he backed 




partiality for fighting than for work. 

less, slowly dying, trying to fight, but 
crushed by her tragedy. The ranch was 
as good as lost. There was nothing left 
—not even enough to get away on. And 
the grim, enclosing bonds 0* ’|| 
tightened every d 


f loneliness 


Out in the stable, Lee McLean 

t gear separately. He found 
md began to clean the rifle, 
ice a tension shot through him. 


of horses. He sprang to the door. 

In the twilight three riders approached 

talking and laughing noisily. They were 
heavily armed, with guns on their thighs 
and carbines thrust in saddle boots. 

He heard laughter there, and more talk. 


e door leading 


visitors was touching a match to a table 
lamp, brightening the room. The other 
two bestowed their amused and subtly 
excited attention on the girl, who was 
backed against a table, holding her gun 
helplessly. The men ignored the weapon. 


- -s, black-eyed ai._ 

newhat drunk. “Why, the purtiest 
i" *’ e valley just stop a man ! ~ 


“I tell you my mother is sick 
pleaded. “Please, please, go awa 


“Sweetest north of Mexico, Whitey— 
and so willin’!” 

They laughed raucously. The third 



Jwygood 

tooth brush 

including Tek, of course, can clean 
the outside surfaces of your teeth 

...but inside 
is where you need 
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Good-by to All Cats 1 


TOMORROW.. 

^ MINE WlT H 


... better for you 


It doesn’t forget that tomorrow is another busi¬ 
ness day. White Rock is slightly alkaline. It tends 
to counteract the acidity of whatever you mix it 
with. Furthermore, White Rock points up flavor 
and bouquet. Doesn’t bury them. It does 
justice to fine old liquids. 
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“What’s that they’re saying, Henry?” 

“They’re saying, ‘The average age of GOLDEN WEDDING RYE is 
4 years old . . . and it’s ALL whiskey.’ But that won’t interest you.” 
“Want to bet on that, too, Henry?” 



Dont Guess—Demand 

GOLDEN WEDDING RYE 

AVERAGE ZL ^ 

age Tt YEARS OLD 


Golden Wedding also 
obtainable in BOURBON 


For really line gin 
try Silver Wedding Gin 


A_ 


PRODUCT MADE IN U. S. A. . . . LOOK FOR THE MARK OF MERIT 




Next Month— Achmed Abdullah’s 


The 
of si 


“Tropical Interlude ” 
d o7lifeinTxltirPanal 


u %°; 
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Chanel Copy by Barbara Aldrich 


n a continent in long s 
trains with beautiful names. As 
le could be, laughing and chat- 


_miles across the sea, with hi_ 

careless kisses and his lovely empty 
promises. Lazy Nicky, with nothing to 
do but charm, who believed his playboy 
life and the glamour of his name would 
Foolish Nicky, 


le edge slightly blurred, or 
) things a little blurred? New Yc 
as wonderful, but Jenny began to i 
le men who stood so still on stri 

e wonderful thing happen 


d from page 47) 

' and the shoulders were still good, 
still Chanel. Nicky had liked it . . . 

Crowds were pouring into Bergman’s. 
Jenny pushed her way to the employ¬ 
ment office. It was jammed; not a place 
to sit. She stood up an hour, and at last 
sat down on some steps. A store police- 




_jn in Paris the past ten years 

. charge of merchandising for L. ! 

_Dir; stylist for Madame Munro; sold 

clothes and jewelry at Chanel’s.” (Oh, 
Jenny, what lies!) 



You didn’t just fall into things. You 
had to fight. It was exciting to fight. 

She answered every ad she could—sec¬ 
retary, young, attractive, personality; 
saleswoman, young, attractive, five feet 
four, smart following; sandwich girl, 
attractive, well-groomed—what was a 


ilue hyacinths in the garden below. But 
it wasn’t ever morning, always afternoon. 

- " 

and the hyacinths, and Nicky laughing 
in the soft Paris air. 

I certainly feel noble this morning, 


experience make you believe 

--or us, Miss Hayden?” 

_—- manager. “You have abso¬ 
lutely no New York department-store 
experience, have you?” 

“But I think anyone with any brains 
can sell, don’t you?” asked Jenny, a little 

“I’m afraid there’s nothing for you, 


h girl? 


e fine. There w 


World, and I t 
Someone ^really w 


i appointment, we 1 


swer. The afternoons we 
or o’clock there was not 
le just wanted to sit at : 
d have a nice gin fizz and 
is attractive and under t\ 


though there were no little curls. 


_ I am experienced! I sold at 

l Chanel’s in Paris, and that’s harder than 
l selling here. Why did you answer my 
l letter, then?/’ Genevieve’s voice rose. 

Suddenly a good-looking woman spoke 
1 to the manager in low tones. She had been 
. looking at Jenny’s suit. She had heard 
i her last passionate plea. 



Phiup 

Morris 


Amo7indk MiiH with a NEW KIND of Mildness 


Call for 


America's Finest 15 Cent Cigarette 






JTT- 
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red through the twisting 


BAB-O 

brings instant 
sparkle to Tubs, 
Tiles and Sinks 


heard sharp voices shouting, “Miss!" and 
bracelets rattling like clanking chains. 

Sometimes, staring through the crowd, 
she’d pretend she saw Nicholas. Did that 
look like Nicky? But no one could 


/ered Jenny. 

• think she had in some prehistoric age. 

I “The department head thinks thal 
you are the type she can use during th( 

Birthday Sale. You may go with her.' 

An hour later Miss Genevieve Hayder 

of Paris, Cannes and Biarritz had been Chanel suit and And fault with e.__„ 

Bergman’s street floor. looked aloof. She must smile more. So 

She had a job, the first in her whole Jenny stood there smiling. The neck- 
fe. She had escaped. Jenny laughed laces hung and the bracelets rattled, 
at loud walking up the avenue. She Sales mounted. 

as part of it now. One salesgirl had been at Bergman’s 

Three days learning to make out sales ten years and came in every morning 
checks. Cafeteria soup for lunch; soup 
" ' ‘ ” t was all. Twenty- __ 

three cents for a sandwich and soup, to cry. One ... . 

..What of the soup? was slated for the next promotion. 

•— * — i --” * k? Jenny never 

• saw Fifth Ave- 

The third day Jenny was sent to her nue or the stars at night or lovely 
counter. Hatless, she walked across the women. Only dark underground pas- 
vast ground floor. She felt queer with- sages where you bumped into people, 
out a hat, naked, unprotected, but ter- Only this great animal of a store eating 
ribly excited. up the money the little ants brought in. 

The Birthday Sale had begun. The But tomorrow someone might notice 
10 b swarmed about her, milling, push- her. Mr. Weiss himself, walking up the 
ling, jostling. On the counter piles of aisle, might notice her; might think, 
clattering bracelets. Outside, clattering, There is an exceptional woman. I will 

1 -.—-- *-*-o,-■- —«<■ - create a position for her. 

“Vionnet bracelets? Oh, yes, the latest 
thing. She wears them herself.” 

__.... came oacu. ’ ’ - ’ " ' 

__Genevieve __ = -- - - 

tes, days that were like a top beginning When Nicky saw her, 

) spin, faster and faster. you.” The fountains played, a 

Jenny knew her stock Jewelry, could smell flowers. 

[trinkets, baubles. Chains of bracelets The Birthday Sale went on. “Won't 

- -’’nking, clanging on lovely you wait on me? Isn’t there someone 

arms, fat arms. here? What are you here for?” 

thought it funny, smart. Why am I? said Jenny out loud, but 


's perfumed shop, a 

--' beads 

see 1 ___ 

r desk, models was dirty; no time ei 

re Agnes’ cuff bracelets and a girl went by. She had on the most 

Schiaparelli’s beads and Chanel’s rhine- insolent hat in the world. She looks the 

istones, eighty-five cents, seventy-five, way you look only when you’ve sure of 

iVionnet’s exquisite crystal bracelets, fif- the whole world. 

jteen. Jenny had worn a crystal one and There was a man with her. They were 
la black one. JHere they were^ dimmed laughing. They were laughing at Jenny’s 

ieve. She didn’t exist. 

What was she doing in this madhouse 
5r eighteen dollars a week, trapped. 


Jenny’s hand ached. 

When you made mistakes i 
salesbook you got docked. Jen 

I The subway. The si 
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and behind ti _ _ _ _ 

'errific. Silence settled over the crowd 
like a smothering blanket. Would Bobby 

is answered in quick 
d to be the only one 

_ .. as just another golf 

iwo days before he, too, had 
Deen rense, white-faced. Now he was 
smiling, nerveless. 

Homans played good golf, but he was 
doomed from the start. He was playing 
a man who was touched with that di¬ 
vine spark we have talked about. He 
was playing a master, who was putting 
the finishing touches to his masterpiece. 

The finish came at the eleventh green, 
a green-buttressed carpet, flanked by a 
brook on one side and a maple-studded 
ridge on the other. Jones was eight up, 
and he laid his approach shot dead to 
the pin for a sure four. Homans, to 
keep the match alive, had to sink a 24- 
footer. He was the nervous one now. 

He missed, extended a long arm to the 
smiling Bobby, and the match was over. 
Who can describe the roar of twenty 
thousand maddened golf fanatics? It 
swelled to the heavens. The tow-headed 
golfing wizard stood there smiling, blink¬ 
ing uncertainly as the sun hit his eyes. 

He was the colossus of the golfing 
world. Four major titles in one year. It 
seems incredible and can only be ex¬ 
plained by saying that he was given that 
supernatural aid that nature occasion¬ 
ally extends to its favored. Jones a 
genius? In 1930, he was a genius. He 
had done more than win golf tourna¬ 
ments. He had walked four times with 

Bobby realized it, even if others didn't. 
He knew that anything else would be I 
an anticlimax—and he retired from com¬ 
petitive play. It was a graceful gesture 
toward the gods of chance and fortune. 
He was saying to them, “Thanks, old 
boys. You’ve done enough for me. I 



When your head 
is stuffed up! 


1932: Lake Placid is a dazzling frost- 
encrusted jewel dropped by an omni¬ 
potent hand into the emerald beauty of 
the Adirondack Mountains. Tonight, the 
town of Lake Placid is the center of 
the whole sporting world. 

Its one street is brilliantly lighted 
and flags of many nations drop from 
lines strung across it. The gayly clad 
crowds trudge through the heavy snow. 
They are all headed for the Olympic 
Auditorium where the final event of the 
winter Olympic Games is to be held. 
Sonja Henie is the magnet which draws 
them there—a plump little wide-eyed 
Norwegian girl, the world’s greatest fancy 
skater. But the crowd is satiated — 
thrills, and it expects nothing more co¬ 
night than a pretty performance. All 
day, thrills have been following one an¬ 
other with breathless speed. Watching 
the girls go through their paces on the 
ice will be a pleasant diversion. 

The huge auditorium is crowded. Five 
thousand people have jammed their way 
into the building. The ice, frosty white, 
glistens under the incandescence of the 
arc lights. A band plays; it stops; there 
is a sudden hush and the announcer 

that the Olympic Fancy Skating 


. The ci 




: ice. Maribel Vinson -- 

:e black trimmed with white fur glides 
t. She is the United States represent- 
- he goes through - 


W HEN your head is stuffed up The nice part about Mistol is 
fromacold,MistolDropsgive that it is so easy to use, is not 
quick soothing relief. Nothing messy and unlike many other 
helps a cold more than rest and products it contains no irritating 
sleep but you can’t sleep when ingredients and does not sting, 
your head is stuffed up, and you 
can’t enjoy your food when you 
can’t smell and taste. 

If you want to have your head 
dear, enjoy your food and sleep 
peacefully, just buy a bottle of 
Mistol, put a few drops in each 
nostril and see how much better 
you fed immediately. 


Use MISTOL DROPS 
for your children 
.. . they’ll like it! 



n the voluntary figures 


represent- I 

made by the makers of,nujol 
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THE V'8 ENGINE MAKES QUITE A DIFFERENCE 


Fifty miles or five hundred miles — the journey 
is never very far when you travel in a Ford. The 
smooth, powerful V-8 engine shortens the dis¬ 
tance from Here to There . . . you glide over the 
miles without fuss or fatigue because of the easy- 
riding comfort of the car. And you’ll say many a 
gpod word for it because it is so easy to handle 


and so easy to park in crowded traffic. . . . That 
is an important reason why you see so many 
women at the wheel as you “Watch The Fords 
Go By.” Its alert performance under all traffic 
conditions makes driving more pleasant and 
enjoyable. And contributes a great deal to 
vour safety and peace of mind on every road. 
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Sonia picked up the little 
rubbed it against her cheek. “Yes, dear. 
‘‘And will you play with me—after 


“D™ 


_ _.N Harcourt asked me t 
keep you company until he comes down, 
Talbot was explaining cordially. “Yo 
are aware, I presume, that he does no 

is house, and the only plac 


inquired 


with baffled 
“What did you say 
i the momentary hush 


it could be installed 01 
the dining room, so we always meet the 

“I knew Dean Harcourt was crippled,” 
said Norwood. “I never learned to what 


he had been ____ _ _ _ 

parish and had just been appointed its 
- -is already winning consid- 


utiful young woman of 
distinguished social standing. 

“Then, out of a clear sky, came this 
tragic thing that struck him down. He 
spent ten months in bed, helpless.” 

Norwood winced and colored slightly. 


_ _at followed. 

'I thanked God for our food,” he re 
plied, making a great effort to be sobei 
Celeste glanced over the table ap 
praisingly and returned her eyes to his 
“There’ll be some here, presently,” h 


al activity, in 
opinion of Doctor Norwood, was di- 
i-ccbed, and how much of it was “on the 
loose”? Take a devastating pestilence, 
for example: was that for the purpose 
of pruning a superabundant or undesir¬ 
able population; or was it just the natu¬ 
ral recompense of filthy living? 

“The latter, more likely,” guessed 
Doctor Norwood, adding, "Though I make 
no pretense to be an authority on soci¬ 
ology—or pathology, either.” 

“How about a costly forest fire, 
touched off by lightning: would y< 


"Even when there’s nothing but a glass biologist or theologian. You 

of milk and a cooky?” persevered Celeste. “—■— ”— ——- *«-- - 

This proved too much for everybody, 
including the Dean, and -Celeste, sud¬ 
denly suspecting that she was stealing 
the show, blinkingly consulted her fa¬ 
ther’s glowing face for counsel. 

“Mushroom soup,” whispered Sonia, 

“just as we had hoped.” 

Norwood, relieved, addressed himself to 
Mrs. Crandall but remained quite con¬ 
scious of Sonia, who with tender tact 
' ’ -1 up his c .. 


em had, for the time at least, served its 
lUrpose? And now that the democracies 
re giving up in favor of dictatorships, 
loes that mean that the effort to de- 
locratize was a mistake?” 

been proved t‘ 

“Then democracy hasn’t really fi 


than 


.h him n.__JRV 

ontinued Talbot, “and 


n he discovered that he 
gle his big toe. What he must 
e through, in mental torture, 



lid Norwood. 


is failed,” 


__ _ 't anything y< 

are likely to tell him about yourself th 
can match the troubles he experienced : 

through those days. *-' 

quite naturally, I pr 


chessmen,” he assisted. 

“Why not? One often hears of the 
chessboard of history,” reflected Sonia. 

Catching Dean Harcourt’s eye, Nor¬ 
wood drew him in by explaining briefly. 

“It’s a useful idea, Doctor Norwood,” 
observed the Dean. “You could rig up 
a working model of a dynastic machine 
shop operating during the reign of 
Charles Stuart, for example, showing 
George Villiers in the jaws of a lathe be¬ 
ing turned into the Duke of Buckingham, 


o take his place when : 
obvious that he could no 


Would you call it a fail¬ 
ure,” queried the Dean, “or might it be 
more correct to say that the oligarchy 
was brought on to dispose of the abuses 
of despotism? If the latter, it was not a 
failure but a phase of political progress. 
Does the present clamor for dictators in¬ 
dicate that the social order is at its best 
under absolute monarchies? Doctor Nor¬ 
wood, do you believe that ‘whatever is, is 
right’—in the long run? 7 do!” 

“Then you’ll have to give up your idea 
of ‘a planned universe.’” 

“Well, that^won’t^be hard to do. I’m 

“But what becomes of history, then? 
Doesn’t it lose all its significance?” 

“Do vou mean to sav. sir,” asked Nor- 
nterpret every 
social, political and economic movement 
as a response to a predestined arrange¬ 
ment? The bloody revolutions, for ex¬ 
ample: not a happy arrangement for the 

-,—.-rienced them, surely.” 

: Dean, “but they were a 


.d him brought down, two days 
fter a while it became apparent 


i puffy landholders.” 

“Excellent!” approved the Dean. “ 
we really are getting somewhere. You experience; d 
could show the Cromwells leaving their lowered to a 



^)je!unJ g 


OLIVIA BIRD OAKLEY 


1AM 

• ..there's 

A STO ft Y " 

^ayvjs bmAuti^udl. 

RD 

oj 'YbrnTljor, 

Loveliest bride of the smart New York summer sea- 
son! Young Mrs. Oakley plays tournament golf at 
the Point Judith Club, Narragansett . . . rides . . . 
always enjoys a fast set of tennis. 

"For half a century," she writes, "my family — 

ELGINS. It has become^ real tradition with us." 
It is a tradition you will be eager to follow, once 

Distinguished . . . graceful. Each one is fashion 
news. Each is exclusively styled in harmony with 
the modem trend. Their beauty is lasting, for it 
starts with corr 
Ordinarily e^ 


•ELGIN- 

MARK OF AMERICAN 
LEADERSHIP SINCE 1865 



Lean’s vicissitudes Iresh in his mind 
felt at the moment that his own prob¬ 
lems were of negligible concern. 

They left before ten, for Celeste must 
be put to bed. Sonia brought the child 
down, and asked Mrs. Crandall if she 


Mrs. Crandall. 


le elf, that Celeste,” remarked 
all. 

't she?” smiled the Dean. 

"Ana you’re an (" . 

“Not this time.” 


thing new to worry about, 
for trouble is a little^more. 


Mr. Trumbull pounded out his pipe on 
the rail of the veranda, filled his mouth 
with fine-cut and draped a long, shabby 
i-«- e squeaking arm of the dis- 


y there’s quit 
ented M 


a brisk 


“Is that why they don’t paint it?” 

“Precisely! The mortgage covers 
from the shingles to the ground. T 
happens to be fresh in my mind j 
now, because”—Mr. Trumbull lowered 
voice confidentially—“because I am C 
Brock’s attorney, and the interest i 
be due again a week from tomorrow.” 

“Hard up, is he?” 

“Hard up! I don’t know the 
value of that phrase up North when 
come frora, but down here in this 
try when we say a man’s hard up we 
merely mean that he’s broke. Clay’s 
dropped out of F~-“ — 


iy the i 




wrong with Clay B 


elieve that he would 
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the impression tha 
Why. he has been tne mayor 
for years. See that traffic light 


you under j 


at the visitor from 


■ Missouri or Tennessee in two 
"r. Parker’s relation t( 


t up— natural phenomena, I 


“I’m rather glad he did,” declared the exhibited no 
whimsical Parker. “It really accounts for 


- - Young Clay, obviously unhappy and 

re re headed toward restless at twenty-two, had been for two 
' " ree days teetering on the edge of a 

ion to scrape acquaintance. The boy 

—hether his gloomy reticence was 
lental, or explained by the fact 
clothing was shabby and his 
Lemai tasks distasteful, was difficult for 
stranger to determine. Parker decided 
) let the youth attend to the overtures 
f whatever friendship they might have. 


• being 

New Orleans, but in no great hurry. 

Sort of a vacation trip. The St. Louis- 
to-Nashville bus came to a stop at that 

light, and while it waited-” uiuugi. 

“And it waits a long time,” interposed tempei 
Mr. Trumbull, grinning. “That’s to let that 1 
the heavy crosstown traffic through. 


arker, with half-closed eyes, took 
deep inhalation from his cigar- 
■e offering the playful rejoinder 


brief, painful pause, his thoughts were 

was that this shabby disappointed coun¬ 
try lawyer, whom Life had shunted onto 

*“-“ “oped to win an 

s persiflage. 


establtaim 


denly O' 


r that 


sonalities he had ever me 
“Your name is Parker, isn’t it? I no¬ 
ticed it on the register. Mine is Trumbull 
—Jefferson D. Trumbull.” ^ They : 

The Mansion for a spell? I'hope you 
e, if you don’t mind my saying so.” 

“It is quite possible—thanks, I rather 
:e the old place.” 

“I dare say it is a fine thing”—Trum- 


for something unique. Now I want to tell 
you something distinctive about Leeds. 
Maybe you don’t know that this old 

value, the biggest mortgage on it of any 
hotel property in the whole world!” 


with brittle old chaps like Trumbull who 
sat on country hotel verandas of an eve¬ 
ning, ironically spoofing their defeat to 
the tune of the frogs and the crickets. 

“God!” thought Parker. “Will I ever 
sink to the point where I can joke 
about it to a stranger?” 

Pulling himself togethe— -—‘ 

bull on the ground he had staked off. 
“No; my attention was too absorbed 


Mr. Trumbull, one of the most important 
men in the community. Clara Brock had 
spoken to Parker of her father and of 
Elise, his granddaughter, who lived with 
him. It was apparent that she took much 
pride in the girl. 

“Elise has a voice,” she confided one 
evening, as they sat on the veranda, “and 
it’s a pity she can’t do anything about 
~ ' o Louisville for 


Trum- three winters, bi 


a few days. We’re i 
very rigid schedule.” 
“We?” repeated M 


t traveling o 


•e for 


have to stop son 


on. And Father isn’t so 
. Seventy-three. He’ll 
e day soon. He mustn’t 


1 curi- the ti: 


” explained 


_ _ It’s hard 

r Clay, too, for his grandpa had 
ie would be able to help him when 


- - -- - that poor cl- 

you? I saw only worked, these past four years, putting 
himself through the state university.” 

“Is that true?” Parker queried with 

versity graduate; he seems so young.” 

“Oh, I know he doesn't look much like 
■' around here, helping in the kitchen 


r and sauntered toward them. 
; your dog? I was meaning 






here, sister: what’s your name?” The we’re ever going to do with him. It’s 
lawyer glanced up inquiringly, and her just breaking his spirit.” 

--Mrs. Brock rocked thoughtfully for a 


:r supplied the information. 

“What? Well.ifrthat tart a^hell of ^a 


“She’s kept pretty busy now, what with 
Siixy ears, that big house on her hands and the 

partridge— grandpa’s meals at all hours. So we 
don’t see Elise very often, unless we go 
over there. Well, I must see what’s going 
kitchen. Excuse me for bother¬ 
ing you with our family worries. I don’t 
people about them.” 
he appreciated her confi- 


thing. Clay Brock—God bless him—is 
great hand to borrow ten dollars until 
Saturday. I’m sure - - - 

bright promise Saturday holds out to 
him above the other days of the week. 
I reckon he just selected Saturday as a 
day when he would pay his debts if he 
had the money, and he would, too! He’s 
a fine fellow! No, sir! There’s nothing 



—,_ about him. Mr. Brock, — - 

had not been about when he arrived, had other, 
up to the shabby, high-ceffinged, ~ 
id-floor room at nine that first night 


„ — good leather 
open door; a chain 
grocery store, whose gaudy front n 

its neighbors drr“- --- •’*** 

Sylvia, to re- store; Tanner’s E 
d abandoned, institution with a 

/tension Hotel rear. On the corner was Vaughn’s more 
ctively impressive establishment—a shining plow 


ten there was the ] 



JOIS 
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LIFT THE/^TOPPER 




(j7%LuS</ 


The spirit of an Evening in Paris has been 
caught in a rare and glorious perfume! A 
stirring fragrance that brings to life, for your 
own delight —and the delight of others in 
you —the throbbing 
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and dingy rows o t boxes; Miller’s Feed 

meal bags in the window; Hawkins’ Meat 
Shop, a pair of gilded horns over the 
entrance; a ridiculous little millinery 
with a dozen hopeless hats. 

This brought you to a gasoline station, 

comer, and beyond that was the high 


I am glad you are interested, for I am 
making a little "Study of the question. 
There will be quite a sizable library on 
this subject shipped to me soon, which 
you will be welcome to read.^ You’re 

“I mustn’t pester you with my prob¬ 
lems. Mr. Parker. And tl 
unusual al 


with diamond-shaped ...... 

were probably the library windows, Wi 
Doctor Graham’s. A small office jutted 


what With a little help fr 


:d my way through, 


thing, probably chosen with a considera¬ 
tion for the organist’s inexperience, but 
our Elise could sing! She was a pure con¬ 
tralto. Parker was amazed and delighted. 
There were three stanzas of the little 
o uo, i poem which provided the text, and while 
?” she was singing the last one, Parker 

ly prob- changed her badly made brown dress 

“■ J the stuffy choir box onto a lighted 


waited for the black-haired man at the 
grand piano to introduce her first throb¬ 
bing, soul-gripping tone. 

He pursued these reflections through- 


Thc stroli 


a hopeless shrug, “I reckon I’ll have 


give tt 






as usual, winning many a smile. Parker 

coming along out of that other life, 

izing that his pre. 

the normal sche 
insupportable wi 
dog. Men 

herself to 


„ here—not much longer.’ 

“No, I suppose not,” Parker admitted. 
“There wouldn’t be much of a chance 
I’m afraid. But something 
up. Meantime, don’t be dis~ 
And—I wish you good luck.” 
“Thank you, sir,” replied Clay respect¬ 
fully, retreating toward the door. “Same 



presented him, but she had merely ac¬ 
knowledged his presence with a polite 
smile. He interpreted it to mean that 
Clara Brock, while cheerfully willing as 
his hostess to extend the amenities due 
a guest in her house—even to the point 
of discussing her own anxieties—felt un¬ 
der no compulsion to back him socially. 

Nevertheless, the little episode was dis¬ 
quieting. -"- J 

d clarifica- 


t bitterly, remembering 
wheeze, “ ‘Here " -.“ 



revolution. “Let my people go!” Moses 
kept shouting. “Let my people go!” 

It was, thought Parker, a good sound 
epigram. Why didn’t the town of Leeds 
let Elise go? Why didn’t they help her 
go; insist on her going? Apparently it 
hadn’t occurred to anybody that they 
should set Elise free to realize the splen¬ 
dor of her great gift. Clara Brock sensed 
little, but even she was not fully 

;r this after¬ 


aid he would let himself 
had listlessly permitted 
niling an apathetic good 
rising from the piano 


give a satisfactory reason fc 
A depressing sensation < 
swept him as he ascended to his room. 
For a long time he sat before the window 
revolving the problem that had been 
troubling him for a month. Perhaps if 
he ordered some books and pretended to 
be pursuing a specific course of study, 
his occupation would be considered valid. 


hesitation. 

“I reckon you wouldn’t care to go,” she 
said, rather wistfully. 

Somewhat to his own surprise, he con¬ 
sented, warning her playfully that he 
was but little short of being a pagan and 
would have to be coached when t~ •** 

“Oh, we don’t have much of that 
sured Mrs. Brock. “We stand up fc 
hymns and sit through all the rest 
You’ll hear Elise. She’s singing a 


......_ —.. eleven, he had de¬ 

cided to call it a day. 

Toward the last of it, Randy’s mo¬ 
notonous monologue had settled into a 
sort of chantey—rhythmic, melodious, 
sedative, with a well-ordered refrain at 
the end of each stanza. Vaughn’s—all 
things considered—hadn’t done so bad- 
- Nine hay tedders, four 


if literature to be had o: 


>e accounted for mostly by th 
it ne had not been permitted to 
p acquaintance. 


A™ ; 


In his one brief glance at 
he had noted tl ' 


impersonal survey of hin 
slightest trace of shyness, 
social experience than L< 
likely to afford. 


s father is Vaughn’s Hardware and 
Implement Store. They generally come 
' to the hotel for dinner, Sundays.” 

The little church was ugly without and kitchen. 

1 dingy within. The pews were severely poured in at six, carefully snip 
straight-backed and bare. It was not a an inch from the long stem of tl 
good place to relax into a leisurely con- chrysanthemum and restored ii 
templation of the everlasting quest for place on the piano. Cupping th 

more information about Deity. "-*“ ’—■*- 

Presently the principals came 


t the deferentially ii 




;eply. It was a stimulating fragrance. 
Resuming her seat, she sang ‘‘He Shall 
' ' '■ realizing that she was 


mien, taking his tears in her eyes when she 
After that, she sat still for a 1 
est of a plump looking at the white chrysai 
nbarked uncer- with the steady concentration o 
:h at least one tal-gazer until the graceful pi 


and noticed that book.” He pointed 
to the volume on vocational problems. 
“When you are through with it, sir, 
would you let me read it?” 


had been required tc 
in his piano lessons. 1 
. The piece v 


iodoform brought her back to say gently, 
‘‘Through for today, grandpa?" 

Elise had not turned her face toward 
him, but her mental picture of the kindly 
spirited old man was, she knew, entirely 
accurate. An affectionate smile softened 
the white-bearded lips. The great mop 
of silver hair was tousled. The knowing 
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Von Blixen saw lions enjoying his boi 
He led H. R. H. round for three h 
but no lions were to be found. Eventually 
he requested Captain Moore, Arusha 
game warden, Lieutenant Colonel Legh, 
who had been one of the party from 
beginning, and Lascelles to assist hii 
walking out a narrow length of ] 
grass. He posted H. R. H., with Pii 
Hatton, on the brink of a dry we 
course in the exact line of retreat w 
a lion, flushed in the grass, might be 
pected to adopt. The beaters advanced, 
Legh and Lascelles with reluctance. 

Presently the high grass, parting in a 
swift ripple, disclosed to the beaters 


._ n decided to be the sole 1 

He had not gone far when a lion ap 
peared at the edge of the cove-* T 
turned rapidly and reentered the 
"Shoo!" said Von Blixen, not to 1 
nied. Out bounded the lion. 

He really looked rather fine. Broad 
side on, he galloped across the 
H. R. H. was shooting with a .350 d 
barreled express. With the first barrel 
he missed the lion cleanly. A bit rattled 
at that, he took more time for his second 
shot. The grass was tallish and the big 
yellow beast went bounding through it 

fired when the lion was 140 yards away 
It was a difficult shot because of the 

fucky one also, for it knocked the lion 
over. H. R. H. reloaded and ran up tc 


got to his legs and made off, but he wi.._ 
unable to get very far. He stopped, 
wheeling around, obviously intending tr 


going he gave hi: 
hitting him fairly 
The last shot dropped 


both barrels again, 


few days were spent trying t( 


were received concerning 1 
health. H. R. H. must return 


In a little more than a year, however, 

turned to the ancient lands beyond tfc 
Nile. The tenth of February, 1930, foun 
him in Tanga, with Finch-Hatton an 
Von Blixen, discussing safari. On tl 
fourteenth, with a retinue of a hundred 
porters, they trekked toward Lake Jipe. 
A mammoth bull elephant with mighty 


By noon they had covered ten mi 
without so much as a glimpse of th 
pilot’s tail. The heat on the plain v 
terrific, but over twenty miles had be 
made before camp was pitched. 

Camp on the open plain was a new e 
perience for H. R. H„ who was acci 
tomed to fall asleep to the sounds 
night-feeding beasts and birds. Here 
the open plain the teeming silence v 

Before going to bed the Pri 
at his tent door listening. He \ 


s, sound in the bushes, so„„ u 
In the distance a lion roared! 
rer, came the alarm note of anl 
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antelope. Then there was quiet once 
more. But it was a silence vibrant and 
tense as a harp-string that might wake 
at a touch. Who shall describe it? All 
who have spent a night under the stars 
hi Central Africa will remember and un¬ 
derstand. 

They started again with the dawn, but 
as the sun rose, the red-heat of the vol¬ 
canic ground burnt through their boots 

ing, footsore days they pushed on, sev¬ 
enty miles into the Pare foothills. 

At last the spoor began to be fresher, 
leading up into a low range of thickly 
wooded hills. The three guns separated 

The luck was with Finch-Hatton, who 
saw a huge shape moving along the hill¬ 
side. A colossal beast, its tusks must have 
weighed at least 125 pounds apiece. 



take the shot. But as H. R. H. advanced 
stumbling among the thorns, the ele¬ 
phant stopped, cocked his ears forward, 
and stood statue-still. He had “the 

His pursuers sat down and looked at 
their feet. It was impossible to go on! 
They were thirty miles from the railway, 
and they walked those thirty miles in 

After a week-end at Government 
House in Nairobi, the party set out with 
cameras into the Masai Game Reserve. 
They filmed a huge elephant who oblig¬ 
ingly posed in a river-shallow, gently 
rocking himself and twitching his great 
gray ears when the flies became too 
troublesome. They moved on and almost 
walked onto a rhinoceros, asleep in the 
sun—a huge prehistoric beast. 

Before H. R. H. could film him, the 

arranged himself in position and request¬ 
ed Captain Ritchie, the game warden, to 
inform the rhinoceros that it was about 
to have his picture taken. Ritchie shout¬ 
ed the news into the beast’s ear. The 
rhino lumbered onto his legs and stood 
blinking his little short-sighted pig eyes. 
He obviously felt both liverish and irri- 

camera, snorted angrily and charged it! 

The Prince said afterwards that he 
felt, at that moment, like a practical 
joker caught by a victim who lacks a 
sense of humor. But Finch-Hatton and 
Ritchie were responsible for the safety 
of the operator, he said, so he kept turn¬ 
ing the handle and hoping for the best. 
As the rhinoceros was by now within 
a stride or so of the instrument, Ritchie 
and Finch-Hatton fired into the brown 

camera by nearly a yard. As he passed 
out of focus, H. R.H. hopped aside and 
Ritchie placed a final bullet behind the 
big shoulder. Down came the rhino like 
a load of bricks. 

It mas bad luck, said H.R.H., that so 

forced one’s hands. And after all, the 
film was a failure when developed, for 

matchwood of the camera. H. R. H. had 
not moved his stance, he said, but he 
had wanted to see, so he had stopped 
filming and spoiled a fine picture. 

to take part in a Masai lion-hunt, for 
the carcass soon attracted four lions. 

Lord Delamere, who had just come 
down from Nairobi, took charge of the 
Masai, who are allowed, even in a game 
reserve, to protect their flocks by their 
own gallant ancestral methods. They 

legs in stripes and patterns of color. 


Upon their heads, those who are quali¬ 
fied wear a tawny headdress of l.on 
manes. Over one shoulder and wound 
about their waist they wear cloths of 
dull red. Their weapons are a seven- 
foot spear, a narrow three-foot straight 
sword, a knobkerrie and a shield. 

Delamere divided the Masai into three 
parties, sending two ahead as flankers to 
station themselves between the lions and 


which the lions were feeding. With this 
last group the spectators would go. Dela- 
mere’s object, of course, was to force the 
lions to bay in the open. 

This plan miscarried because the third 
or central group allowed the left wine 
no time to get into position. The center 
men (a fig for strategy!) could see the 
lion£, and Delamere and Discipline could 
go hang. Yelping with excitement, they 
broke away headlong. And the lions, dis¬ 
gusted by the racket, slipped into the dry 
river-gully under the racing flankers’ very 
eyea • b k t d b k 

The river bed, forty to ninety yards wide, 
twisted and wound about in huge loops 
and bends. Except for the central sandy 
streak the gully was carpeted with long 
dry grass and lined with dense thorn 
bush. The place looked like a rabbit war¬ 
ren with the lid off. 

But the Masai, all of them, were in 
the thick of it now. The brushwood 
rocked; the yelling spearmen pushed for¬ 
ward and through. But there was not 
much to see. Now and again the spec¬ 
tators who lined the bank-top caught a 
glimpse of a bounding tawny shape. And 
that was all. 

H.R.H. declared that he had come 
from England principally to assist at a 

cherib. And perched up here, a man (so 
he said) was obviously not having his 
money’s worth. So he and Finch-Hatton 
went down into the gully, followed by 
Blixen and Ritchie. 

Here, there were four lions afoot and 
they were not in good tempers. The 
Masai rushed hither and thither, yelling, 
bushwhacking, hole-and-comering. 

To the right there came a change in 
the timbre of the yelling. There was a 
roar, a snarling scuffle, a frantic rock- 
about of thorn bush. The four English¬ 
men rushed to the spot, but they were 
too late. A great black-maned lion lay 
dead, pincushioned with spears. Came 
a fresh burst of yells from farther on. 
The successful spear-party broke up and 
raced to the cry. The four dashing after 
them saw a superb dark-skinned lion 
bound from the river bank—saw a tall 
soldier intervene, saw him fall to a 
terrific lash of claws—and then a whirl 
of spearmen closed in. (This man was 
not killed, and subsequently recovered 
completely from his wounds.) Mean¬ 
while, the remaining two lions bolted. 

Returning to Nairobi from the lion- 

down with a touch of malaria. The 
Prince was well again in a week, but it 
further curtailed his brief time-table, as 
he was due in England on the twenty- 

a safari to the Pygmy country around 
Lake Albert, then Uganda and a visit to 
the Belgian Congo. There he got some 
fine films of the rare white or Burchell’s 
rhinoceros, which is distinguished from 
its cousin not so much by color as by its 
peaceful disposition, its greater size 
(second only to the elephant) and its 
single horn, sometimes a yard in length. 

From the Congo he returned to Cairo 
by way of the Sudan, thence by boat 
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Autumn Idyl 

(Continued Irani page 69) 
pretty—she was much more than that. 
Only twenty, and taller than average, 
Edith had trank, searching eyes in which 
was a look of faint disillusion. 

That first Monday morning when 
David's tears had fallen on their open 
songbook, she had been perplexed and 
embarrassed at having to be a witness to 

something of what was going on inside 
him, so she said nothing to him, know¬ 
ing how disgraced she would have felt 
had anyone ever seen her so unguarded. 
But on the following Wednesday she 
gave him a friendly greeting and a smile 
that told him he could trust her. 

David soon came to watch for her in 
the halls between classes and to look 
forward to those Monday and Wednes¬ 
day mornings in assembly. 

Then, on the first Monday early in 
October, David missed her. He did not 

scanned the faces that bobbed past him 
in the halls. He saw her for just a 
moment on Wednesday morning before 
assembly. And he wished to God that he 


David had heard rumors that hazing 
was still rampant in western colleges, 
yet a month of school had gone by and 
nothing had occurred, so he naturally 
gave it little thought. But this morning 
as he had come swinging up the center 
walk before the administration building 
someone had called out: 

He looked up to see who it was and 
recognized a group of seniors—only 
seniors were permitted the dubious dis¬ 
tinction of wearing corduroy trousers on 
the campus. The man who had stopped 
David was, he later discovered, Stan 
Huntley, the ward of President Camp¬ 
bell and one of the tackles on the foot¬ 
ball team. 

“Why—what’s wrong?” said David. 

“What’s wrong!” Huntley roared. “Do 
you hear that, fellas?” he continued, 
turning to the seniors beside him. “He 
wants to know what’s wrong. Oh, 
Mamma, what is beer? Listen, you! 

Look at that!” and he pointed accus¬ 
ingly at huge green letters that smeared 
the word FRESHMAN across the walk- 
letters that had been applied during the 
night by enterprising upper-classmen. 
“You freshmen think you can get away 
with stuff like that, huh? Haven’t you 
ever heard about the Hellenic Knights? 
I thought not,” he continued, without 
waiting for an answer. “Well, we’re here 
to keep fresh guys like you from doing 
fresh things like that.” 

David broke in, his cheeks burning in 
mortification: “But I didn’t do it!” 

“No, of course you didn’t do it,” Huntley 
mimicked. “Well, young man”—he was 
being stem now, and the faces of the 
young men behind him glowered in a 
youthful imitation of rage and shocked 
unbelief that such disrespect could be— 
"you’re going to clean it up. Down with 

David felt strong arms seize him and 
throw him to the ground. No one had 
ever grasped his body before to com¬ 
mand its actions and, as if he had been 
possessed with a devil, he lashed out in 
a vicious spasm of all his muscles. 

arms, but the convulsion of his right 
leg sent Huntley rolling. The others pin¬ 
ioned David roughly to the ground, and 
Huntley scrambled to his feet nursing 
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HERE’S WHY TOM BEGAN 
TO "FEEL SNEEZY"... 


...AND HERE’S WHY HE 
DIDN’T CATCH COLD 




i footstep t 




day, and he spent the hours in dread 
anticipation of what would happen to¬ 
morrow. He did not know until eleven 

heard two young men comparing notes 
in Chemistry Lab., that he had escaped 
the rite preliminary to "Bloody Wednes¬ 
day.” After he had heard the details he 
stood looking straight before him for 
ten minutes. He knew that he couldn’t 
have stood what the others were de¬ 
scribing so hilariously as they rubbed 
their bruised sections. He didn’t know 
what he would have done, but he 
couldn’t have borne it. 

After classes he tried to work. But at 
five o’clock Huntley came into the store. 
He went straight up to David and asked 
him where he had been hiding out. 

“At—at school,” David stammered. 

“Funny I haven’t seen you,” Huntley 


that he could, by the intonation of his 
voice, convey a thought to David which 
was unspoken, that his enthusiasm ran 
away with him. “We’ll be expecting to 
see you tomorrow morning around nine, 


After Huntley had gone, David put 
the goods within the show cases in 
order—the golf socks here, the shoes 
there. But he did everything mechan¬ 
ically, for the blood pounded in his 

body. What would he do tomorrow? He 

something to protect himself. 

He left the store that night at six. As 
soon as he was safe inside his room he 
bolted the door and looked at the 
revolver which he had brought with him 
from the store. Neither Huntley nor 
anybody else could do anything to him 
now. He was safe! They wouldn’t dare 
touch him! 


In his delirium Wednesday morning, 
David changed his strategy and arrived 
after chapel had commenced. The halls 
were again empty, but their emptiness 
was alive with the throbbing of the 
organ and voices from the auditorium. 

Giddy with a sense of security and 
bravado, hands in his coat pockets, books 
under his arm, David hurried past the 
closed doors leading into the auditorium 
and turned into the long gallery con¬ 
necting the administration and com¬ 
merce buildings. 

passage seemed to narrow ahead, and he 


had a vague premonition that he must 
hurry before he was trapped. He quick¬ 
ened his pace, turned to the right at 
the end of the hall and sprang up the 
steps. Opening one of the double doors 
before him, he searched the lecture room 
to make sure it was empty, and closed 
the door quietly behind him. 

In the early days of the university this 
room had served as the chapel. Tier 
on tier of empty seats rippled back from 
the lecture platform. 

David walked quickly to his accus¬ 
tomed seat in front of the rostrum. He 
sat down and opened a book in his lap, 
but did not try to study, though his eyes 
fastened on the page before him. 

He did not know when he first became 
conscious of the faint rustle of shuffling 
'feet in the hallway at the farther end 
of the building. The clamor of those feet 
I approaching the door! The stirring of 
[hundreds of feet trudging through the 
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“Yeah. There’s nobody there.” 

It was Huntley who answered. “L( 
look again. I haven’t seen Merrick y( 

A fist crashed against the doors 1 
fore they flew open. David had heL_„ 
that noise before, when a rock striking 
the side of the house had wrenched him 
from a sound sleep. Now the sound 
electrified him and, as he whirled, his 
hand shot to his right hip and pulled 
the revolver from his pocket. 

It was a moment before the crowd of 
boys (there must have been twenty of 
them) saw him, a lone figure at the 
opposite corner of that immense room, 
aisle upon aisle of empty chairs facing 
him, the dusty pipes of the old organ 
towering behind him. Huntley, a 
ways, leader ” -- “- J 

on both sides by the startled faces of 
his companions. He caught his breath 
with a sharp whistling sound. 

No one moved for a long second. Then 
Huntley said, with all the assurance at 
his command: 

“Drop that gun, Merrick!” 

But David stood immobile, and Hunt- 
ley realized that he could gain nothing 
by futile orders. Still holding David’s 
eyes with his own, Huntley whispered 
something to the boys backing him up, 
and slowly, inch by inch, they advanced 
through the doors, then spread out fan- 


1. FOB ITS GREAT FLAVOR AND- 


Are you inclined to be a little cranky about your 
coffee? Good! You’re just the person we’re looking 
for. 

Lift a steaming, fragrant cup of Sanka Coffee to 
your lips. Inhale its gracious aroma. Take a sip — 
and feel its cheering warmth... another sip and be 
convinced that here’s the rich, full-bodied coffee 
flavor you’ve been looking for! So far so good. .. 


Each m 
had begun t 


It suddenly occurred to Huntley that 
the gun wasn’t loaded. Of course not! 
That was it. The kid wouldn’t dare; he 
was putting up a bluff. It was funny 
he hadn’t thought of that before. Hunt- 
ley suddenly believed it so completely 
that he said: “Come on, fellas! The 
gun’s not loaded. Rush him!” 

Huntley leaped forward and charged 
down the aisle nearest David. But the 
others stood still. And before Huntley 
realized his loneliness, an explosion 
crashed through the room and rumbled 
deep in the organ’s throats. He stopped 
short, grasped his right shoulder and 
collapsed on the floor. 

For a moment no one moved, not even 
David, who stared stupidly at Huntley. 
In the charged silence came the over¬ 
tones of laughter and hurrying footsteps 
in the hall—chapel was over and lec- 

David’s arm fell to his side, and as it 
did so, Huntley’s companions, neglect- 




cks of seats—anything 
d tear him to pieces, 
attempt now to fight 


2. THE WAY IT LETS YOU SLEEP 



Now put Sanka Coffee to a second test—drink it 
night—as late as you please. Will this delicio 
coffee let you sleep? 

You’ll have the a: 


i , rjr —when you wake up out of that sound, refreshing 

/ PP slumber which was yours almost as soon as your 

head hit the pillow! F° r the wakefulness is taken 
v out of this coffee. Sanka Coffee is 97% caffein-free! 


Your grocer sells Sanka Coffee with a 
Get some today; give it the double test 


oney-back guarantee of satisfaction, 
might. A product of General Foods. 
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and boll weevils. He will do all this, and 
when hunger stalks through the land, he 
will even permit the white man to feed 

But all these concrete blessings do not 
incline the brown man’s heart toward 
gratitude or appreciation. 

His entire conception about comfort 
and suffering, his whole idea about life 
and death are utterly different from our 
own. He will never quite understand 
our point of view, just as we will never 
quite understand his. We shall continue 
to call him an ingrate. He will recipro¬ 
cate by calling us barbarians. Heaven 
forbid that I should here try to solve the 
problem. As far as I am concerned, I 
can only repeat Kipling. "East is East 
and West is West, and never the twain 
shall meet.” 


COMING 

Co smopolitan 

NOVELS 


High Noon 

by Faith Baldwin 



The Top of the 
Mountain 

by Louis BromBeld 

The Garden 
Murder Case 

by 5. 5. Van Dine 

The Stars Look Down 

by A. J. Cronin 

Hard To Get 

by Arthur Somers Roche 


New life and vigor 
for dull, tired complexions 

A scientist’s discovery has set women agog 

Junis Cream brings a new principle to 
skin care . . . forms a complete 
beauty treatment in itself. 


All The King's 

by Mildred Cram 


And other novels by 
Vina Delmar 
Temple Bailey 
W. Somerset Maugham 


W 'OMEN are so fascinating at 
middle age,” mused a scientist, 
“how wonderful it would be if they 
could possess the added allurement of 
true girlhood skin!” 

The thought challenged him. This 
scientist knew that young skin contains 
a natural softening substance, which 
makes it glamorously attractive. “Why 
not put into a face cream this vital sub¬ 
stance old skins lack,” pondered the 
scientist. 

That’s what he did. The remarkable 
results became evident when women 
tried this new creation. Their skins grew 
radiantly clearer. Tiny wrinkles began 
to smooth out. Old, dry skin gained a 
new, animated freshness. 


Sebisol — what it is 
The natural skin-softening substance 
the scientist put into Junis Cream he 
named sebisol. It is essential to every 
living cell. Pepsodent Junis Cream con¬ 
tains pure sebisol. That, we believe, ex¬ 
plains why Junis Cream does thrilling 
things. Whether sebisol alone brings these 
results we cannot say. But this we are told 
by women: Pepsodent Junis Cream does 
for their skins what other creams do not. 

You need no other cream 
As you apply Junis Cream, feel it penetrate 
and cleanse. Feel it soften and refresh. 
Note how rapidly it spreads—so light in 
texture. Thus you realize why Junis Cream 
is both a cleansing and a night cream. 


THE PEPSODENT CO., CHICAGO 
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and coruscant, inhospitable and sad. I 
She rang the bell of Jeanette’s pent- ! 
house, unannounced. A maid answered. 


le stood up, with fixed face and fever- 
eyes. “Hello, Lenore.” 

Ihe gulped the pitiless wish that she 


“You sounded so bitter,” said Lenore. 

acutely, as if the gray dress she wore 

- - — if inestimable importance | 

s " " e essential to 



did.” He spoke as one speaks of things 
irrevocably lost—things like youth. He 
kissed her on the forehead. He went to 
the hall. She saw his coat leap from a 
chair and encircle his shoulders. 


Lenore’s knees buckled. She sat with 
a doll-like angularity. “Fixed!” 

Jeanette nodded. “Jock made me swear 
I would never tell you. So I am.” 

Pain assaulted every fiber of Lenore. 

Jeanette shrugged. “Ever hear of 

“Use your head. Even if he could 
stomach his own pride, how could he 
plead with you on the grounds that 

mother is-” She used a whispered 

word, accurate, vile. 

“He should have told me.” Lenore’s 
voice quivered with condemnation. Jock 
might be vindicated in his own eyes, but 
in hers, every instant he had kept secret 
the explanation of his betrayal, he had 
deepened her wound. 

“He foufid out only this morning from 
the people who framed him.” 



Gi 




ive him one of sunshine’s 


greatest benefits 

_ /// ///is Vltammiyfooc/ 


'\V 

;ty Alumni Research Foun< 

Not only does Cocomalt give your child Vi 
tarn in D—it provides the necessary food-ca] 
cium and food-phosphorus as well. It alsi 
provides extra proteins and carbohydrates. 

Guard your child against poor bone strut 


“Then why didn’t he come right to 
me? Why?” 



Jeanette rose. Her long legs carried 
her to a cabinet. She opened it and 
poured two drinks. She carried them 
back to the divan, tipped up her glass. 

“Left you?” Lenore heard only vaguely. 
She was thinking about Jock—poor, weak 

“Gone to live at the Diplomatic Club. 
Because^ of^ that girl-last summer. The 

Lenore’s churning mind brought itself 
to bear upon this new problem. “I thought 
you and he had an understanding about 
these things. I thought you didn’t mind.” 

can’t help it! I wish I could. Night 
after night when he was out I’ve prayed 


It is not possible for a child to be always 
in the direct rays of the sun. There are dark 
days, rainy days, school days.. .But fortunately 
it is possible for every child to get all the 
Sunshine Vitamin D he needs; for there is a 
delicious chocolate flavor food-drink which is rich 


Special trial offer: We will be glad to 
send you atrial-size can of Cocomalt—enough 
for the whole family to try and enjoy. Just 
send your name and address, with 10c to 
cover the cost of packing and mailing, to R. 
B. Davis Co., Dept. 7-M, Hoboken, N. J. 


Vitamin D has been added to Cocomalt by 
special process, under license by the Wiscon- 


(0 comalt 
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MOTHERS OF 



FIND THE HUNDRED PER CENT 


HEALTH BREAKFAST 


Breakfast is a hard meal to plan. 
It has to be appetizing, and it has 
to be nourishing, too, so that 
father can work through to lunch 
with no let-down—so the children 
can get all they should out of their 
morning's work and play. 

Give your family Shredded 
Wheat, fruit and milk for break¬ 
fast—and you can stop worrying! 

This combination of foods 
gives you the carbohydrates you 
need for energy, the proteins you 
need for tissue building, mineral 
salts that build strong bones, those 


mysterious vitamins that help you 
resist disease, and bran to keep 
you regular. If there were no other 
foodinthe world you could live and 
thrive on this diet alone! Ready 
to eat—no cooking necessary. 

Shredded Wheat is so packed 
with nourishment that it is an 
ideal winter food. It keeps you 
warm with vital health elements. 

Start your family on Shredded 
Wheat tomorrow morning. It 
tastes good, it is easily digested, 
it is very economical, and it will 
keep you all feeling fine. 



SHREDDED WHEAT 
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HOME-STUDY 

BUSINESS TRAINING 



|life. Beat her 
spirited.” 


[Oderately from time to 
shake her. She’s had 
lom—and she’s high- 


iu can’t run women by intellectual ai 
udes. Love isn’t a concept li’-*" 



But she was like a person who had 
been wandering amid external doubts 
and disappointments and to whom sud¬ 
denly came the signal discovery that 
strength comes only from within. Now 
she could accept tragedy. Now she could 
find some use for her life and her fortune. 
Now she could think correctly. 

In the morning the sun moved along 
the floor until it touched Lenore’s face. 
She roused and automatically summoned 
the shadows into which she had wakened 
for so long. Then she remembered the 

E iion of herself to herself. She 
hed languidly and afterward leaped 
the huge bed. She started her 
bath and she climbed into it, singing. 

She heard a car murmur through the 
driveway next door, and that turned her 
thoughts to Mrs. Van Clyden. She slowly 
stopped her ablutions and her brows knit. 

Lenore had envisioned part of what 
was happening to Mrs. Van Clyden in 
the house next door—although not all. 

Jock, at that exact moment, was facing 
his mother in her breakfast room. Her 
face was pale, withered, frightened. His 
was alert and purposeful. 

“I don’t wish to refer to the fact that 
you hired Boris to frame me, either, 
Mother. Never again. I understand, in 
a way, the perverted motive behind it. 
I should have had better sense, anyway, 
than to go out with those people, espe¬ 
cially the girls. I thought at the time 
they didn’t look like former business as¬ 
sociates of Dad’s. We’ll forget that.” It 
meant forgetting Lenore. He winced. 

“But this power company. I’m going 
after it! I’m going to get Spaulding, 
'and Boris and a lot of other people. A 
year in the clink will be a lesson to 
'Boris. And there are some bigger men 
than Boris who ought to have the same 
experience. I’m sick of this crowd. I’m 
sick of the way they do business.” 

His mother’s lips trembled. “You real¬ 
ize, Jock, that if you do undertake to 


prosecute these people it will embarrass 
me seriously.” 

“I’m sorry. I can’t help it.” 

“And you also realize that we’ll be pen¬ 
niless afterward. Penniless!” 

“Yeah. And I’ll be workmg. I’ll have 
made a reputation for myself.” 

“By tramping upon the bodies of your 
own mother and your own friends!” 

He shrugged. “Even if it were true, 

But it’s not. After I’ve handled this case 
I’ll be getting one hundred dollars a 
week. We can live on that.” 

The old woman tried to catch the lost 
reins by which she had controlled her 
son. “You cannot do this thing! There 
is a far finer way out of this.” 

He looked at her questioningly. 

“You can marry.” she said. "There are 
dozens of girls who would welcome an 
opportunity to weld their fortunes to 

“liner!” Jock’s voice was savage. “Weld 
their fortunes to ours! That's a pretty 
piece of self-deceit! I’m going. They 
offered me the job because I know all the 
people. Pat, smug slobs. Rich old fools. 
I’ll stick the lance in them for trying 
to rob the people this time." 

“I never heard you talk like that in 
your life.” 

“No,” Jock said. “You never did. Get 
used to it!” 

He left her. 

Mrs. Van Clyden sobbed for a moment 
after he had gone. She thought of her¬ 
self as a poor and lonesome woman, be¬ 
trayed by her son. The word "poor” took 
on meaning. She straightened up. She 
could not be poor. The idea was nause¬ 
ous to her. There must be some solution. 

Lenore Hackett. 

Rather than lose her houses and her 


life on five thousand dollars a year. 

She rose queasily and dressed. She 
went downstairs. 

“The car is waiting,” said her butler. 

She astounded him. “Never mind. I’ll 
walk.” She did not tell him that she was 
going to the house next door. 

And if she had waited for ten minutes, 
Lenore would have come to her. 

For Lenore had a! 



nothing of the assistance—and she felt 


But now. as she was preparing to call 
on Mrs. Van Clyden, Coughlin announced 
her. Instinctively, Lenore knew that she 
was going to be used, insulted, abused 
and perhaps at the same time flattered. 
The feud was still being conducted by 
the old woman. Mrs. Van Clyden had 
come to give up the struggle but for a 
price. Lenore’s humanitarian impulse 
retreated. 

“Tell her to wait.” She stood in her 
sunlit bedroom, pondering. How her 
father would have laughed. 

She was angry, disappointed. The fact 
that Mrs. Van Clyden had come begging 
made her reluctant to give. 

Mrs. Van Clyden waited silently. In 
the last analysis, it became evident that 















Weartbis 


























169 



Hearst’s International— Cosmopolitan for November, ip $4 

... " ' (dd-^a^iumed. tasig ! 

cMacb ivitk AUNT JEMIMA 
FDR BUCKWHEATS 




no 


Hearst’s International-Cosmo 
























171 


Hearst’s International-Cosmopolitan for November, 1934 


Woman Overboard 

(Continued from page 29) 

ie told you, when you have 


your divorce, v . 

Caroline folded her lips^ii 

said, “that all married people 
•‘I've heard that," ’ ' " 

“The quarrels d( 
anything, my dear.” 

“This meant something 
said. “Alec wouldn’t run 


id stiffly, “Let’s not be 



have to say. If you don’t care to discuss 

stop and talk about the’weather.” The 
maid brought tea. Lissa poured one cup. 
“Sugar?” 

“Thank you, no.” 

“Milk? Lemon?” 

Lissa poured her own tea. 

Caroline held her teacup in one hand 
and gestured eloquently with the other. 
“I’m only trying to save you misery, my 
dear,” she said. “This business of being 
seen around with Alec is causing talk.” 

“I love Alec,” Lissa said. 
me that the person you migh 
misery is Alec. Why didn’t 
“Lissa, I can’t discuss r 








husband,” Caroline said. 
Two pink spots appeared on her cheek ( 

make an effort to save one’s marriage?” 

“If you’d made an effort to save 
your marriage before, you wouldn’t be 
making futile jabs at it now.” 

“There are some things you can’t pos¬ 
sibly understand.” 

“I can’t possibly understand why a 
healthy woman refuses a man children, 
for instance,” Lissa said. 

“The doctors agreed-” 


told A 
You n 






_d your delicate constitution _ 

Alec’s head to get the things you want¬ 
ed,” Lissa said. “You made a road house 
out of his home. You inflicted Ronald 
Crake on him when you knew he loathed 
him. You did everything to make him mis¬ 
erable, and nothing to make him happy.” 
■' e stood up, white and trem- 


trains stopped running. That’s : 
and nothing you can say to me 
yourself will make it so. And ni 
want to cripple his one chance fc 
piness. Well, you can’t!” 


'he door banged behind Caroline, and 
sa drew a deep breath. She went to the 
idow to watch Caroline’s departure. 


She always thought 
dull teeth were natural 



F ILM mars the loveliness of teeth. It 
is the greatest single cause of tooth 
decay. And, if you use ordinary brush¬ 
ing methods, you may not escape this 
dangerous film, which forms constantly 
on everyone’s teeth. 

There is now one best way to keep 
your teeth free of film. Laboratory tests 
and scientific facts indicate that way is 
Pepsodent—known as the special film- 
removing tooth paste. For, of all other 
leading methods, non e other equally safe, 
removes film so thoroughly. The cleans¬ 
ing and polishing material in Pepsodent 
is alone responsible. This film-remov¬ 
ing material is twice as soft as the pol¬ 
ishing materials used in other leading 
tooth pastes—many times as soft as 
that in leading tooth powders. Yet the 
way it removes film and cleans teeth 
is indeed impressive. 

This polishing agent is contained ex¬ 
clusively in Pepsodent. That’s why 


Pepsodent is really different. It works 
in a different way to give different re¬ 
sults. When Pepsodent is so safe, so 
certain, how can you afford to entrust 
the care of your teeth to “hit or miss’’ 
methods or bargain dentifrices ? Just try 
Pepsodent Tooth Paste once. We be¬ 
lieve you will want to use Pepsodent 
regularly twice a day thereafter. And be 
sure to see your dentist at least twice 
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“Oh !... You’re always hungry! Turkey, cran¬ 
berry sauce, yams, mince pie—all the fixings, 
and—my new Community Plate!” 


“Again?” Alec 1 


his displeasure al 


"r^ku S ° aWay 

s maddened beyond 


trembling. 


“If w 


can’t talk sensibly, 1_ _ ,_ _ 

talking. Come, Lissa.” He turned. 

Suddenly Lissa, looking back, cried, 
“Caroline! Alec, stop her!” 

Alec whirled sharply. Caroline, poised 
on the deck rail, balanced there fo 
brief moment apparently trying to 
gain a handhold on the vertical bar 


The fulfillment of tile desire for the finest of Silverware is 
simplified by the Quantity-Discount Plan, by which, for in¬ 
stance, a Service for Six, regularly $30.00, can be bought for 
$25.00. Ask your dealer about the Quantity-Discount Plan. 


COMMUNITY PLATE 

LEADERSHIP IN DESIGN AUTHORITY 
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lg squad and fli 


it never lets anything 
hed." She paused and 


being good, strong Lissa. I'm sick of 
having people say, ‘Lissa will be all right. 
Lissa can stick anything because she’s 

a Grant.’ I’m sick and tired of-” 

"Lissa,” James Stuyvesant said, from 
the corner of the room. 

“I’m sorry.” Lissa turned away and 
buried her face in her hands. 

Another week passed. On Friday of 
that week Jake Drummond pushed 
through tl 


Frank. A brandy a: 


“Tremont saw you last night, 
me today at the club. Fine mess y 
making of things,” Jake observed. 

“Fine mess I’ve made of things,” 
corrected him gently. 

“What are you going to do? 
here until everything’s worse?” 


days. Would it be too much to ask that 

' -at you’ve been thinking?” 

■ r instance,” 



finest girl I’d 
love with a ! 
ternally, that 
“Externally 


love with him?” 
.—ally he was about your size 
1 big was he internally?” 
been wondering that for the I 


“This girl loved him so 
an awful beating withoi 


of them. It was tough to 
because I watched it.” 
Alec gulped, “How is si 
“Why don’t you find ot 




NEVER ABSENT 
day FROM SCHOOL 


. . . and his DA D 
never misses a day 
from the office! 


A IE you looking for a safe food- 
tonic for your family? A body 
builder that will help a listless, under¬ 
weight child develop into a sturdy, 
lively youngster 


pareni 


t? An en 


food to aid run-down adults regain 
health and vigor? 

Then consider Scott’s Emulsion. 
This famous preparation is cod liver oil 
a pleasant-tasting, digestible form. 
Consider its long and honorable 
cord. Four generations of American 
mothers have seen with their own 
eyes howScott’sEmulsion helps round 
out thin little arms and legs . . . puts 
roses in pale cheeks . . . aids small 
bodies to build up resistance to disease. 
Consider, also, how recent discov¬ 
eries on vitamins have 
strengthened the case 
for Scott’s Emulsion. 
Its cod liver oil con- 


Scott’s 


min A and vitamin D, so necessary 
in proper bone development . 

Scott’s Emulsion is a creamy liquid 
filled with tiny particles of cod liver 
oil. Emulsifying cod liver oil makes 
it pleasant to take—and easy to digest. 
Thus its health-giving vitamins are 
readily absorbed by the system and 
their full benefit obtained. 

Please do not think of Scott’s 
Emulsion as a “cure-all”. When you 
are ill, the man to see is your family 
doctor. But when a reliable food- 
tonic is indicated, you may take Scott’s 
Emulsion with complete confidence! 


TABLETS, TOO ! If you prefer this con- 

Cod Liver Oil Tablets. High concentrates 
of vitamins A and D. Each tablet is equal 

Bowne, 21 Orange Street, Bloomfield, N. J. 

Emulsion 


FOR SALE BY YOUR DRUGGIST 
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know!” he cried. “Y 

„ _10 sheltered, so beyon 

proach. You can’t know what they’d do 
to you; perhaps to our relationship. I 
can’t risk you. I could not bear having 
you, and then losing you. The wholr 
up licks us before we start fighting, 
have to find some other way.” 

She sat forward in her chair, gripping 
the arms tightly. “Alec,” she said, “try 
me. Try it with me. Don’t let go so 
easily. Don’t let’s give up. Let’s go 
on with our life as though she had never 

He drew a deep, unsteady breath. “All 
right,” he said. “If you say so, we’ll 


_ _ ...... a little girl, 

“Sh-h, little Lissa, sh-h—little Lissa.” 

That night, dining quietly at a mid¬ 
town restaurant where they’d often gone 
before, they ran into Thelma Verity with 
Alvin and Greta Peters. * ’—‘ 


id Alec join • 


_ The at- 

d with avoidance 
ost in everybody’s 
le eyes of other 


diners were 1 

Once, The--- — 

tence which would have led mevnauiy 
to a reference to the night of the trag¬ 
edy. In blundering out again she made 
it worse. Lissa said into the silence, 
“This is the first time Alec and I have 
been out since that night. Please don’t 

Greta said, “Of course it’s best for¬ 
gotten. Alvin and I have felt terribly 
for you, darling.” 

Alec noticed, with growing uneasiness, 
that a small crowd had gathered at the 
door of the restaurant. They peered curi¬ 
ously over the curtain which stretched 
across the middle of the plate glass. 

Thelma, Greta and Alvin had seats for 
the opening of a play. They finished 
their coffee and brandy hurriedly. Ready 
to leave, Alvin said, “Why don’t you 
come along? We could probably get 
seats for you at the box office.” 

“I think not, tonight,” Alec said. 

“Can we drop you somewhere?” 

“I’m having another brandy,” 
said. “You’ll have to hurry if you 


Lissa watched them disappear through 
the draped door to the street. She took 
Alec’s hand. “What’s disturbing you?” 

“Nothing,” Alec said. “Want a brandy?” 

He lingered over the brandy brought 
by the waiter. When it was finished, 
Lissa picked up her gloves and slipped 
into her coat. Alec said, “Wait a minute, 
darling,” and got up from the table. 
Around a projecting nook, he caught a 


caught his things up at the check 
flipped a quarter into the tray on tne 
check-room table and joined Lissa. 

He preceded her through the doorway, 
shielding her with his body and the top¬ 
coat which hung from his left arm as she 

A young man wearing a gray fedora 
tilted back on his head stepped for¬ 
ward. A battery of flashlights went off. 
Lissa gasped. The young man in the 
gray hat said, “Miss Grant, will you give 


How an average father 
is giving his family a 
better than 
average chance 



Ralph Wilson ea 
His bank balance 


How the Equitable Case Method 
can benefit your family, too... 

funds for a child's education, or to pay 
off the mortgage on your home. The 
Equitable agent carefully considers your 
own wishes and needs. Then, drawing 
on bis professional training and experi- 

' t by the Equitable Case Method of 


s an average salary, 
only average. His 
judgment in 'buying securities, too, is 
not better than the average. Yet... 

He has assured Mrs. Wilson an ade¬ 
quate income even if he does not live, 
and has a guarantee that money will 
be available to support his two boys ■ 
until each of them is twenty-one. 

He is building a fund which will take 
care of Ralph Wilson himself if he lives 
to retirement age. 

How does he do it? Well, an Equi¬ 
table agent, applying the Equitable 
Case Method of life insurance planning, 
showed him the way. 

This is not simply a story of life in¬ 
surance, but life insurance planned to 
fit the exact needs of an individual and 
at an outlay he can alford. 


THE EQUITABLE 


LIFE ASSURANCE 



EQUITABLE Life As_ 

Seventh Avenue, New York, N. I. 
nail a copy of your booklet describing 
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“That’s probably Nancy,” Lissa said 
through the open door of the bedroom, 
where she was busy unpacking. “Answer 
it and tell her that her small bag 
here. She must have mine.” 

“Hello?” Carter said. “What? Yes, 
she is. Who is it?” He cupped his h 


_e. He’d cut along and leave them alone. 

She could ask Carter to stay but that 
would be just as bad. She said as calmly 
as she could, “Tell him you’re just going 
and that I can’t see anybody just now. 

I’m tired and I’m going to-” 

Carter was saying into the telephone, 
“This is Carter, Alec. Lissa’s putting 
me out, and she’s too tired to see a— 
body right now, she says.” 

“Tell him I’m going to take a bat 


and said, "I really do want to take 
bath and dress. I’ll see you later.” 

When the door closed behind him, s 
ran to the telephone and called t 
operator. “You Just put a call through 






r. Blount’s : 


e said. “Did it 


ir the lobby?” 
"I’m not sure, miss. I’ll ring Mr. 
Blount.” Agonizing moments passed 
while the telephone rang in an empty 
room. The operator’s voice cut in. “It 

“Page Mr. Blount in the lobby] then.” 
Lissa’s voice was strained. 

Alec had turned from the telephone 
and said, “Come on, let’s go.” 


see anybody.” 
“Lissa told y( 


_hat explains it,” Jake said. 

“Yes,” Alec said. “I shouldn’t have 
le in the fl.~“ 


a drink at Joe’s. 

:e the Starretts. I 

_ _ you come aboard. 

have John pack and pay the bill.” 

Jake caught his arm. “Dor” — ’ 
ing off until you see Lissa.” 

Alec said wearily, “What’ 

None of us will be able to m 

with Delano around. We mi_ 

shove off. It will make it easier all 
around. I’ll leave her a note. It’s better 
that I don’t see her. There’s dynamite 


_ Delano would bt 

ing everything we did, listening to every¬ 
thing we said.” 

He plowed off through the lobby, and 
Jake went with him. Outside, Alec 
paused. “I think I’ll go straight aboard,” 
he said. “I’ll send John over with a 
note. Want to come now or later?” 


not in the lobby, ir 
She waited in th< 
1, hoping that 


I lie lies I Shot 
of all 



I’d advise the Crab Orchard. It’s 
our best seller—a straight Ken¬ 
tucky whiskey. 


Seems a low price for genuine 
bourbon—but if you recom¬ 
mend it, we’ll try it. 



By George, this Crab Orchard is 
great—’way ahead of whiskies 
I’ve been paying a lot more for. 

A PRODUCT OF 
NATIONAL DISTILLERS 



Those who know good bour¬ 
bon find Crab Orchard much 
to their liking. It is a good 
old-fashioned Kentucky whis¬ 
key: naturally aged and bot¬ 
tled from the barrel— without 
artificial aging or coloring! 
Only because it is America’s 
largest-selling straight whis¬ 
key, can it be priced so low. 
ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTES. 


Crab Oicliatd 

STRAIGHT KENTUCKY WHISKEY 


Straight . 
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no revolution, I intend to have a bath.” 

“Right ho,” Alvin said. “Thelma’s 
scurrying for our room. Thought maybe 
you’d want to scurry, too.” 

“Thanks just the same.” Lissa looked 
' ‘ “le window again ant’ 


tourists fled to the firs 
>at a number of policemet 
killed and there was a serious rio- 
e public square, which resulted ir 


to take h. ... 

At dinner Alvin ant 
to take the situatior 
“Well, I’ll tell you.” Ah 


Richard st 


been some people killed and there will i 
be more killed. I don’t think it’s going 
to be healthy around here.” 

“I’m packing,” Thelma said. ! 

“Perhaps we had better make reserva¬ 
tions.” Nancy looked worried. I 

Richard said, “We’ll talk about it after i 


walked five blocks, ai 
l sixth, saw a m ” 
of six other n 
the hotel and said tc 


lg beaten by a group 


him fall over, and I picked up his hand 
and he was dead.” She collapsed against 
Alec, shivering. 

Jake took one of her arms and Alec 
took the other. Together they propelled 

ing for you for hours.” Jake said. 
“Where’ve you been?” 


ay that should pop o 

fcial law, sanctuary, “been wanting," mssa cnai- 
>f order tered. “Just been walking around, and 
e. Sol- everything seemed quiet and all right. 


1 the evening all 1 


et outside. Automobiles 
past at terrific speed, theii 
pants firing a’ 


clutching at their escorts each time 
they heard a volley of shots. Every¬ 
body looked up boats. 

Lissa sat calmly in one corner 
of the lounge and said to Richard 
Starrett, “Look at those fool wom¬ 
en clawing and flopping about. Do 
you think they’ll bomb the hotel?” 

“No,” Richard said, “I don’t.” 

“Then I’m going to bed.” She 
went upstairs and lay awake until 


“I’ve made your reservations for 

t0 ”’m not going,” Lissa said. 

“Not going!” Nancy squealed. 
“We can’t go and leave you here!” 
“Why not?” Lissa said. 


Next Month — don’t miss 

“End of the Game” 

by Francis Cockrell 

A SHORT NOVEL 

complete in the Decem¬ 
ber issue—an exciting 
story of college and foot¬ 
ball and of a girl who 
changed a young man’s life 



ir little Lissa, so 
There’s nothing to be frightened 

Lissa stopped stock-still. “Why 
did you come back?” she demand¬ 
ed. 

“Later,” Jake said. “The soldier 
stood still and he got himself shot. 
Let’s keep moving.” 

They kept moving and pushed 
through into the hotel and from 

dered a straight brandy and two 
whiskys and soda. 

“We came back, my dear precious 
Lissa,” Jake said, “becausr -- 


___ „ James Stuyvesant twice,” 

Lissa said. “He knows I’m all right. 

This will blow over in a day or so. It 
always does, the manager tells me.” 

“If you stay, I stay,” Richard decided, ing o\ 


“You’ve 


ing of you down here with rifle bullets ! 
and machine guns and all those awful 
things all around you! Why, this hotel ] 


sa walked along Malecon D: 


She decided to go 
ad have a cocktail. 
ie approached a 


----- ... ..-e mitting o 

“Wait a minute,” Alec said. He 
turned to regard Lissa 
heard there’s a revolution?” 

“There have been rumors,” she Si 
.ng you,” Alec said, “we we 


md Greta would scuttle.” 

“They’re bom scuttlers,” Alec said. 
“But you,” said Jake, “are a plain born 


e heard a sharp “And now 
ck and a whining sound; saw the uni- “Now we 1 
med figure crumple without a sound, with you,” A: 


I have to get ten thousand words i 
ie revolution for a city editor who j 
tep out of his office and into a bar 1 
iy minute without risking a shot in 
ack. What do you think of that?” ! 


ie position oi 


answer because he was 1 
a scream and started ^ 


and Pythias arrangement between us?” 
“What do you mean?” 

“Lissa insists upon staying,” Richard 
said. 

“Well, of all the fools!” said Carter. 
“At least I’m being paid for staying.” He 
mopped his forehead and looked around. 
“There must be a few eyewitnesses right 
here in the hotel,” he said thoughtfully. 
"I think I’ll see if I can dig up ten thou¬ 
sand words in the bar.” He went away. 
The day Lissa’s party and the greater 


and held he 
“Steady, I 


Alec’s hands were still holding h 
viselike grip; Alec’s voice was 


Lissa kept on looking at Alec 
because Alec thought you migh 
something to reproach yourselves 
you didn’t come back?” 

“I get the rap,” said Alec. 

“Only a couple of skunks woe 
out on a girl without saying hellc 
Lissa. “A nice little trip to Hava 




“Oh, God,” Jake said, “do 

“She’s right,” Alec said. 

“Of course she’s right,” said Jake. 
, “She’s always right.” 

, “You bet I am,” Lissa said. Alec was 
' sitting beside her again. She could 
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There must be 

magic 

in this bottle! 


DUBONNET 


IMPORTATION 




hteb School 

[fourse in 
2 Years 

asffa 

20 Other 2swsosfS,r j “ “ ” “ 

iS 0 li r s 55 

Am crican*ScHoVl Dep*U HI1 0J fSi iif.tfMa 




Best Remedy is Made At Home 

IIp= IS 

tCs u Hlu?HiL“S^Ml^EE 

Esstd&rjit **°* %t ^'- 


history, and his pal Ronald Colman 
a home-coming party that he will 
ably relate to his grandchildren, 

Powell and Ronald 


Europe. 


Colman naturally leads to conversation 
about filmland’s English colony. Gaul through 
may have been divided into three parts, He bought 
but Hollywood has even more sc-’-’ “ '■* "~ 

groups than Gaul had provinces. 

Prominent in Bill’s clique are the C 
Brooks. Just a week before Mildred 
Clive said au revoir to Hollywood fi 
six-months’ European holiday, I was 
vited to dinner at their house. 

“I’m giving the party in your hor 
said Mildred, “and will you be at 
house at seven-thirty?” 

I promised. But alas, when you ar 
a newspaper, you never know what 1 

to divorce Hal Kosson. She told 
troubles, and as I have already tc 
I am a newspaper woman, and ’ 
story breaks, I’m like a fire horse 


they left for Europe. Clive sud- 
prob- denly decided that he had worked for 
if he twelve years without one day’s holiday. 

-rid: “Mildred and I are young. I 
work all the rest of my life, and 
going to stop right now and motor 


Panama and shipped i 
Ronald took one look at 
roadster and said: “I’m 


o Ronald Col- 


l Ronald has often 
wood’s enigma. He 
: typically English in 


y, decided resented i 


viewpoint. Sensi- 
1 a norror of being misrep- 
__ the newspapers, he shuts 
p and is aloof to all but his 


thirty. Mildred was a dear. She greeted 
me with: “You poor darling, you must 
be starved. Well, I’ve saved some dinner 

I call that being the perfect hostess. 

Around the Brooks’ table sat Ronald 
Colman, William Powell, Kay Francis, 
Herbert Marshall, and Reginald Berke¬ 
ley, well-known English writer. They 
were just having their dessert, and all 
of them were curious to know what story 


This completes my third article on my 
Hollywood neighbors. In the fourth of 
this series, I want to tell you something 


inly se 




impression of Katharine Hepburn, who: 

I dubbed “Katharine the Great,” because 
she is so self-sufficient. A college grad- 


be interested in 
has the primitive 


> story oi 


Blanche Lasky Turnbull, the sister of 
Jesse Lasky, and it’s a great rambling 
structure with huge rooms, and a studio, 
separate from the house, located at the 
very end of the spacious gardens. 

After dinner, we adjourned to th 
dio, which is now a playroom, for a 


aplete without telling y 
of her swimming-champion hus- 
Johnny Weissmuller, 
n’t tell you of Hollywood without 
ining the ex-burlesque queen, Mae 
whose favorite sport, both indoors 
prize fights. Then I want 


who offers an interesting contrast to Mae 
West and Lupe Velez, and of Warner 
Baxter and Gary Cooper. 


Another Hollywood chat by Louella Parsons—Coming Soon 


Diamond Jim 


brings shudders in these days of diets, 
course. These were followed by sou’p- 


iick. After the s 


(Continued from page 45) 
fruits, preserved fruits, driec 


tades, bouchees and the lik 
came the fish course, followi 
diately by the entree, which cc . 
terrapin, oysters, crabs, lobsters, shrimps i 
nr fro vs’ lees. A roast was served after 
f saddles of lamb, 

: antelope; or else 
, accompanied by 


his seven nights a 

Id thihk. ma Yet°the 
onplace. And Dia- 


because he touched m 


hen, partridge, pheasants, pigeons, - 

turkey or woodcock. This was followed 
by a cold dish consisting of an aspic of 
goose, oysters, partridge or prawns. And 
after disposing of this, the diner settled 
down to eating a sweet dish of fritters. 
, pancakes, omelet ( 


a turning point in the history of Amer¬ 
ican civilization, and it'also marked an¬ 
other of the great turning points in Jim’s 
life. For it was then that, in spite of his 
thirty-seven years of riotous living, 1-- 


first fell in love. 

This dawn of a new era for both Jim 
and America started in May of that year. 
On the first day of the month, when 
the wheels of Chicago’s Columbian Ex¬ 
position started revolving, America, for 
the first time in her four hundred years of 
known existence, was really on display 
before the world. 
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Wall Street put on a little show of its 
own. Allowing just four days for the 
Fair to gather momentum, the Strer" “ 


By July, the panic in the West had ap¬ 
proached a state of general bankruptcy. 
Mines closed; banks failed; factories shut 
down. Hundreds of thousands of workers 
were suddenly without jobs. 

The railroads fared as badly. So far 
as Jim’s business was concerned—there 
just wasn’t any. Late in July, after mak¬ 
ing a flying trip around the country in a 
vain search for orders, he decided he 
might as well shut up shop. 

With time on his hands and nothing to 
do but play, it was only natural that he 
should head for Chicago. All roads led 
to the World’s Fair—the one bright light 
in a wilderness of black despair. 

Lillian Russell was playing a sixteen 
weeks’ engagement at the Columbia 
Theater. And it was there that Jim gravi- 


_ _ . 'e wondered at the huge, 

red-faced fellow who sat in the front row 
at nearly every performance and received 
' if her attention. Naturally, “- 


made from com. Together she and Jim 
ate their way through a goodly part of 
the Kansas com crop that season! 

Jim stayed in Chicago until the com 
season was nearly over, and then, feeling 
the urge for rest, betook himself to the 
peace and quiet of Old Point Comfort, 
in Virginia There, in the faintly Bo¬ 
hemian atmosphere of the old Hygeia 
Hotel, he planned to take long swims in 

beach. This little jaunt was to be a 
health campaign, and women were defi¬ 
nitely not to be a part of the picture. 

But unfortunately, man proposes and 
fate disposes. Jim had not been at the 
hotel long enough to eat more than two 
or three hundred steamed clams and 
twenty or thirty broiled lobsters, when 
he chanced to stroll across the street one 
' ie Chamberlin Hotel, which 


strolled into the brilliantly lighted ball¬ 
room. His evening clothes seemed to be 
molded on his tall, strong figure. And 
in his shirt front and at his cuffs gleamed 

the huge diamonds of his a’- 1 — 

pleted diamond set. Naturally 
smiled upon this impressive stranger. 

One young lady in particular—a blonde, 
of the variety known then as statuesque 
s palpably affected by the sight of 
r "-' —*’" ’ —’y faintly, but that 


becks of all the other charmers. 

Her gown was of orchard-green, 
trimmed with apple blossoms, a single 
pink spray of them caught in her long 
blond hair. The rounding satin grace of 
her slender arms, sloping to opal-tipped 
fingers; the exquisite line from ear to 
shoulder strap; the tender pink and 
white of her fine skin; the dainty lift of 
her short nose—but why go on? All 
these allurements Jim inventoried with 


ie smiled 01 


-CHECK YOUR 
SKIN TROUBLE 



Nine Times Out of Ten 
"Paralyzed Pores" are the Cause! 
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it 


relieves 


Sodium Bicarbonate is 
probably prescribed by 
physicians as often as any 
other drug. Our Baking 
Soda, the same today as it 
was eighty-eight years ago, 
is pure Sodium Bicarbon¬ 
ate. This dependable Soda 
is marketed under two 
brand names, Arm & Ham¬ 
mer and Cow Brand, and is 
obtainable everywhere for 
just a few cents. It is a con¬ 
venience to keep an extra 
package of this useful Soda 
in the medicine cabinet. 


Before All Social Engagements 
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THE RIGHT AND 
WRONG ABOUT 

COLDS! 

Facts It Will Fay You to Know! 


Let us draw a curtain of charity over 
the scene that took place when Jim 
reached Asheville. 

He never talked much about it in the 
years that followed. Just what happened 
there none of his friends have ever defi¬ 
nitely determined. Undoubtedly, though. 
Lucille’s mother showed him his position 
in her scheme of things in a few well- 
chosen words. It was a crestfallen Jim 
who took the next train to New York. 


Jim spent many evenings at home with 
his mother. He allowed interested friends 
to bring about a temporary reconciliation 
with his brother Dan. And as a special 
reward to his sister for her work at her 
convent school, he took her to Europe. 

It was the first time that either of 
them had crossed the Atlantic. They 
were met at Southampton by the pom- | 
pous ^little Sampson^ Fox, who insisted! 

as the latter remained in England. 

From England, Jim and his sister went 
to Paris, where their lavish spending did 
much to pay off the debt of the Franco- 

source of never-ending delight for Jim. 
Again the mercurial temperament of the 

depths of despair he rose to the shining 
heights of ecstasy. The Brady sojourn in 
the city on the banks of the Seine be¬ 
came something long to be remembered 
—by the shopkeepers at least. 

Jim might have stayed in Europe in¬ 
definitely had it not been for the fact 
that back in Chicago one of the new¬ 
fangled “horseless carriages” was waiting 
for him. He cut his visit short and re¬ 
turned home, hurrying at once to Chicago. 

During the year of the World’s Fair, 
three of these electric machines roamed 
about the streets of Chicago. They were 
made entirely by hand, and Jim, who 
had been one of the first intrepid souls 
to place an order, had to wait nearly two 
years before it was filled. Little wonder, 
then, that he hurried across an ocean 
and half a continent to be present on 
the delivery date. 

William Johnson, a Negro mechanic 
at the Woods factory, was one of the few 
people in the city qualified to run the 
machine. Jim agreed to pay him the 
enormous sum of thirty-five dollars a 
week to care for it and run it. 

Then he hurried back to New York 
on the fastest train and was waiting at 
the freight yards when William John¬ 
son and the brougham arrived. Under 
cover of darkness, the machine was re- j 
moved to a livery stable on Fifty-seventh I 
Street, where the Edison Company, at 
Jim’s orders, had installed a charging 
station for storage batteries. 

On five successive nights, in the quiet ; 
hours between three and four o’clock in 
the morning, the machine was run along 
the deserted streets of the neighborhood. 1 
At the end of the fifth morning’s run, 
William Johnson announced that every- I 
thing was in perfect order. j 

“Then get into your uniform and be 
ready to take me for a ride tomorrow 
afternoon at three o’clock,” Jim ordered. 

The next day was Saturday, and he 
planned to make his initial appearance' 
in a passenger automobile on the streets 1 
of New York at a time when the greatest : 
number of people could see him. 

The day dawned bright and clear., 
Fifth Avenue was dotted with strollers , 
among the elect. Below Madison Square, I 
the streets were black with Saturday- 
afternoon shoppers. 

Promptly at three o’clock Jim arrived 
at the livery stable, where Johnson was 


'"THE "COMMON COLD” yearly, 
directly or indirectly, takes more 
lives and causes more illness—and 
more expense—than any other single 
ailment to which human flesh is heir. 

The sad part of it is that much of the 
misery caused by colds is due to care¬ 
lessness or ignorance in treating colds. 

A cold, as your doctor will tell you, 
is an internal infection , resulting from 
a germ attack. In other words, a cold, 
regardless of the locality of the 
symptoms, is something lodged within 

Everything hut the Right Thing! 
The failure of many people to recog¬ 
nize the internal or inward character 
of a cold results in much mistreatment 
of colds. More often than not, people 
do everything but the right thing for 
the relief of a cold. 

They employ externals of all kinds 
when you’ve got to get at a cold from the 
inside; they swallow all kinds of prep¬ 
arations which, for seven months of the 
year, are good for everything but colds 
and which suddenly become “good also 
for colds” when cold weather sets in. 

Many of these methods are good as 
far as they go—but they don’t go far 
enough! They don’t get at a cold from 
the inside which a cold, an internal 
infection, requires. The result often is 
that a cold may progress to the point 
where it becomes a serious matter. 

Recognizing the apparent nature of 
the "Common Cold,” it becomes 


obvious that a cold calls for a remedy 
that is expressly a cold remedy and one 
that is internal in treatment. 

Such a remedy is Grove’s Laxative 
Bromo Quinine! 

It is expressly a cold remedy and 
not good for a number of other things 
as well. It is internal treatment and it 
is complete in effect. 

The Four Things Necessary 
First of all, Grove’s Laxative Bromo 
Quinine opens the bowels gently but 
effectively, the first step in dislodging 
a cold. 

Second, it combats the cold germs 
and fever in the system. 

Third, it relieves the headache and 
grippy feeling. 

Fourth, it tones the entire system 
and helps fortify against further attack. 

This is the treatment a cold calls 
for and anything less is coming pretty 
close to taking chances. 

Harmless As It Is Effective! 
Grove’s Laxative Bromo Quinine con¬ 
tains nothing harmful and is absolutely 
safe to take. For more than forty years 
it has been the standard cold and 
grippe tablet of the world, the 
formula always keeping pace with 
Modern Medicine. 

Every druggist in America sells 
Grove's Laxative Bromo Quinine, 30c 
and 50c. Good druggists won’t try 
to sell you a substitute for the sake of 
a little more profit. 
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In 60 Days CROWN WHISKEY 
Became America’s Favorite! 

J UST what everyone had been looking for— 
a really good whiskey at a moderate price. 
That's the need Crown Whiskey filled. And 
the public itself decided it — overwhelmingly! 

Crown Whiskey was presented by Seagram’s 
not with claims —but with a definite pledge. 
With that pledge went an invitation for you to 
verify it with the test used by professional buyers 
to test costliest whiskies. 
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> attention once again, physician, a Doctor J. A. Bodine, told him 

otion. Horseback ri 

sufficient exercise. So 
Columbia people and 
lild a bicycle capable 
aiormous weight. The 



California 

and So. Arizona 

Sunny, alluring and infinitely varied 
—the perfect winter ploygrounds 
Chicago to Los Angeles the SANTA FE 
is the shortest route; THE CHIEF is the 
finest and hours fastest train; THE CALI¬ 
FORNIA LIMITED is the only all-Pull- 

Fred Harvey dining service is exclusively 


^ Phoenix Pullman on THE CHIEF 
For picture folders and detailed infor- 


vere exactly $1,250,000. 
id ended, and for Jim 
.. :n Shower was just commencing, 
le celebrated its advent in a peculiar way. 
t Christmas, in the year 1896, he 
ted his famous Christmas 1 
continued until the year of his death. 
”m gonna do things in a big way from 
• on. There’s a lot of fellas who ain’t 
l gettin’ much from me—and this is 


enteen twenty-pound turkeys headed the over 


.s hired. 


st of gifts! 


circus rider, as his instructor.’ 
“There ain’t enough wr ' " 


iuuu ucLier order a couple of dozen 
nore from the Columbia people.” 

“A couple of dozen more—bicycles, you 
nean?” gasped Barton. 

“Sure,” said Jim. “Why not? It looks 
ike the whole countrv has mns era.7v 
is bicycle ic 


re carefully packed have enough machines for everyone when 


boxes, surrounded by : _ 
chestnuts, cranberries, celery and giant bicycles 
sweet potatoes. A week before Christmas my tasti 
Day they were dispatched by fast freight getting s 
to points in almost every corner of the spokes, 
country. Chief clerks, secretaries, sec- diamond 

tion foremen—even the engineers. Are- P-*- 

men and conductors of trains upon which 
Jim had traveled were remembered. In 1 
the city, Jim’s coachmen made personal 


___ _ _ __ the homes of decided that his employe 

policemen, firemen, street cleaners. 

But just when things started running 
smoothly again, Jim felt the taste of the 


re his 


first real competition he had k 
all his business life. It came frum 
Schoen Pressed Steel Company, a c 
cern formed almost at the same time 
the Pox Solid Pressed Steel Company 
which, up to 1895, had 


wishes thwarted this time. The Colum¬ 
bia people, when confronted with the 
problem, decided that they could not get 
the strength necessary to support the 
Brady avoirdupois if they used gold. 

.gold-plated,” they wrote. 


consid- “Fine!” Jim w 


. When the dozen machines, and I’ll t 
y started to experiment having them plated.” 

en, including By the time the ir ' ' 



However, on March 26,1897, J. T. Odell, i 

vice president and general n- — ' 

the Pittsburgh, Bessemer and 
Railroad, signed a 


huge tank capable of holding three 


Schoen Company for a thousand steel bicycle frames at 

- - - —— -j, -“ —. Every two weeks thereafter, Dick Bar- 

~ - ■ --—*—|-John Street, 


-and-coke cars. News of this orde 
electrified the whole railroad industry. 

leadership of the ever-alert 


ae electroplating bath, it made no 
rence whether they needed replating 
not—Jim felt that Barton needed to 
kept busy. So into the bath they went. 

’ ” the Brooklyn 


M I X M A S T E R 

There^isactuallyno end^toMixmaster’s useful- 

fruit juice, chop, grind, slice, shred, grate, puree 
and sieve, shell peas, sharpen kwves.^pofodj 

iaster Is one of tor^'sl^CarUw'Avc^Toronto' 


__ QUALITY PRODUCTS pounds, 

ELECTRIC APPLIANCES MADE ried ab( 



h its coming women 
lens to embark upon cycle trips. 
5 time Diamond Jim tipped the 
exactly two hundred and forty 
and he was becoming a bit wor- 
ut his physical condition. His 


Sunday cycling excursions, 
they delivered a triplet that was a mas¬ 
terpiece of the bicycle makers’ art. 

time, ^but triplets ^were comparatively 
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ie suited to either 


erally he preferred to have the lady of 
his choice in the middle, himself in front, 
and Dick Barton in the rear, doing all 




.. Pictures of society belles 

fetching bicycle costumes appeared in 
the Sunday papers. And when Lill 
Russell appeared in the park in a wl 
serge cycling costume, the last of 
"die-hards” gave in. 

But if Lillian’s costume caused cc 


id tiny chip diamonds studding the 
wnoie frame. The handlebars were of 
the creamiest mother-of-pearl and tiny 
' sapphires, rubies and emeralds 



ie sight of Lillian Russell and Diamond 
aim Brady riding together was enough to 
stop traffic for blocks. 

And how they both loved it! 


In New York at this time, Jim had two 
particular cronies. Their names were 
Freddie Gebhard and Stanford White. 
Just why there should have been a 
friendship between White and Jim is 
mysterious, to say the least. Yet for years 
they were constantly seen in each other’s 
company. 

These men were natural targets for 
the more predatory females of the spe¬ 
cies. Diamond Jim Brady, with his gem- 
studded shirt front and his open-handed 
, was the goal of every pretty 
gage who itched with the desire 
to be beautifully kept. Girls stormed his 
offices by the dozen, but few of them 
ever reached the inner sanctum. 

From the beginning of his business 
career Jim had made a rule that no 
woman was ever to be employed in his 
office. But any girl with a hard-luck 
story could get a stake or a steak out of 
Jim. Time after time his business associ¬ 
ates took him to task for his habit of 
handing out money to strange girls. “Jim, 
you’re a damn fool. These girls are just 
pulling your leg,” they’d tell him. 

^“What the hell!” he always answered. 

for me to make money than it is for 
them. Why shouldn’t I help ’em along a 
little bit, even if they do make an easy 
mark out of me? At least it will keep 

It may have kept some of them off 

heads of many others, who started figur¬ 
ing out how they could declare them- 

who was amazingly successful. 

Her name was Edna McCauley. 


little bag 


Next Month Parker Morell tells 
the dramatic story of another girl 
whom Diamond Jim loved and lost 



Your Boy Needs 
LIVING PROTECTION 


Another Candle . . . another wish and your boy will be a 
man before you realize it. But it takes serious planning to make 
wishes come true ... Is the new family budget going to stand the 
strain of his college education? 

Why not split those four heavy years into months and start 
now? That’s easier. That’s a surer way to raise the money. Say 
to yourself, “My boy shall have Living Protection to assure his 
education and his living future. He’s worth it.’’ Thousands of 
parents are doing this for their children. 


INVESTORS SYNDICATE 

LIVING PROTECTION 

Offices in 51 principal cities — Representatives throughout United 
States and Canada. Affiliated Companies: Investors Syndicate Title & 
Guaranty Company, New York—Investors Syndicate, Ltd., Montreal 


stors Syndicate, Dept. C0411, Minneapolis, Minnesota, or consult ph 
f office in your city. 
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Employers of the United States 

and Canada make protection possible 

for approximately 6,000,000 employees 



JL he business concerns which 
ar§ helping their employees to 
help themselves through Group 
Insurance are performing a fine 
service. They are doing their 
part toward solving one of the 
country’s problems. 

It is significant that even though 
American business was com¬ 
pelled to "trim its sails” during 
the’ depression, a large percent¬ 
age of the Group Insurance 
previously established through 
various Life Insurance Compa¬ 
nies is in force today. 

Not long ago the president of a 
middle - western manufacturing 
company was asked "How does 
your Group Insurance Program 
operate?” He replied: 

"The cost is shared between our 
employees and the company on 
a mutually satisfactory basis. 

Our plan provides a year’s wages 
to the widow should an em¬ 
ployee die; it provides a check 
from the insurance company every 
week when he is sick or 
hurt; it provides him 
life! a lifetime income 
^ ^ when he is too old to 

work. Such economic 
security is of great 
value to our employ¬ 
es, their families, our 

company, and to the community at large.’ 
Not all employers are in a position to insti¬ 
tute such complete plans. Many plans pro¬ 
vide just for a stated sum of money for the 
employees’ families in case of death. Some 
plans also include sick benefits, and others 
make provision for future retirement as well. 
The Metropolitan cordially invites execu¬ 
tives to send for plans which clearly show 
how employers and employees have put into 
effect Insurance Programs on a sound and 


economic basis. The Metropolitan will be 
glad to prepare a plan specially adaptable 
to any individual business organization. 
The Metropolitan issues life insurance in the 
usual standard forms, individual and group, 
in large and small amounts. It also issues 
annuities and accident and health policies. 
The Metropolitan is a mutual organization. 
Its assets are held for the benefit of its policy¬ 
holders, and any divisible surplus is returned 
to its policyholders in the form of dividends. 


METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 

Frederick H. Ecker, President One Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 




SliiHSSSiS 


HAMILTON WINS 



“INQUIRING REPORTERS” INTERVIEW 1416 PEOPLE 


















Im no dirt farmer 
but I was brought up on a 
tobacco farm and 1 know 
mild ripe tobacco ... 

have a Chesterfield 




